No Development at the Evolution 


No Karma Kabumm at the Camakavum 
by Jan Deichmohle 


Circumstances and reality are responsible for news, not 
the messenger who delivers them. The same applies to themes 
arising from life: The poet only describes what is how in 
documentary realism. 


Sometime I had somehow travelled somewhere 
for some trip with friends. 
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I didn't drink any wine in the garden. 
Only the tough are good enough. 


Contents 

No Development at the Evolution. ......... cc eccccccecsseceteceeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees 1 

No Karma Kabumm at the Camakavum.............ccccccesseeeeteesetteeeeeenees 1 
Dream: Bi RSA LY aysdacsnstvasiancvanocentcvaddtxsiegeivateseslsnoss meatus dianteiascalne 4 
FOPeWOrds Gre 2 TaN CY Wi oy jscsecxascdsatesssvensenseabarenscdusduerneatneesuaceanns 6 
From night dreams to daydreame............csscccsccssscsssrcccsssrcecessncccsneees 8 
Nothing evolves at the Evolution Festival either... cece 13 
No Karma Kabumm at the Camakavum...........cccecceeeseeeseeseeeeeeees 92 


Literature References......6.......ccccccsecesesecesesocececescsevecessserecaueseresesces 160 


Dream and Reality 


What is real? What was the universe made of? How can nothing 
become something or, if something has always been, how can it be? 
Questions about the ultimate source will probably always remain 
unanswerable, no matter how far the enquiring mind pushes the 
boundaries of the knowable. Are we a simulation or are we real? 
These questions are too serious for an entertaining book. 


Let us devote ourselves instead to what the vain creature that 
calls itself Homo Sapiens, although the name stinks to me and I prefer 
Hetero Sapiens, wise man, prefers to occupy itself with: itself. Who 
are we? What is our reality? Do we dream reality or do we realise our 
dreams? 


There are good arguments for both. We construct reality from our 
lifelong dreams, anew in every generation. This was harmless as long 
as our lives were embedded in cultural tradition, in which the life 
experience of tens of thousands of years was reflected. Yet when, from 
the Enlightenment onwards, human beings dared to want to be smarter 
than all of their ancestors, evolution and their own nature, to 
reorganise society according to abstract logical principles, to grind 
down the unconscious cultural complementary structure of both sexes, 
uprooted rebellious generations regularly began to lose their way 
again in ideologies that seemed to give them the right to turn the 
world upside down for the benefit of their generation, thus mentally 
disempowering the earlier ones. This became particularly bad in 1968, 
when the fight against human nature, especially in the sex sphere, was 
elevated to a central concern, and with it the fundamental error of 
Western thought since the philosophy of the Enlightenment. The 
ability to feel affection and empathy for us native male incels was 
completely lost. 


In this way, we increasingly construct a reality that is not actual, 
or an actuality that is not real, but only a construction of ideologies 


that have been taught to us from infancy and kindergarten, and from 
misguided life dreams, utopias, to which traditional experience and 
the needs of others are to be sacrificed. It often goes hand in hand with 
the self-portrayal as saviours of the world from various constructed 
and imagined scapegoats such as white, heterosexual male losers and 
incels or other hysterically imagined dangers. In past generations and 
dictatorships, scapegoats and supposed dangers were chosen different- 
ly; the principle was structurally similar. It is linked to a distortion of 
perception and empathy, which is completely withdrawn from the 
scapegoats that are currently valid in order to shower false, unsuitable 
substitute objects of their world view with it. 


Conversely, it could be argued that our natural dreams of sleep 
are real, an expression of our existence that is deeper than the sober 
operation of the day's work, a night's mare or fable that springs from 
our own soul, whereas fairy fables or tales are only told to us by 
others. 


For some books now, I have been imagining a synthesis of dream 
and reality, in which I dream what will become real and realise what I 
dream. Like in a hall of mirrors, the images of dream and reality 
should reflect each other in an almost infinite interplay until they 
become one and merge as in times when most people still favoured 
fruitful sexual union, which has gone from being the normal state and 
heart's desire for many to a spectre whose consequences they fear. 


This union of dream and reality is at the same time that of me, 
the poet and fertile girl, both in the dream and in the reality of fertile 
days, whereby one merges into the other and becomes indistin- 
guishable like two black holes spiralling and merging into one another. 


Enter a world whose magic is based on the reflection of reality in 
dreams and dreams in realisation. 


Forewords are a fancy thing 


Many a reader has only chosen a book and got lost in it because they 
neglected an old adage of the English-speaking world: ‘Never judge a 
book by its cover’. My ideal would be a grey cardboard box with 
neither picture nor characters on it. It comes from me, the most disre- 
putable writer in the German-speaking world with the most bans on 
submitting manuscripts to publishers and literary agencies: that should 
be enough. If this chap of the sentence forging guild has created this 
mess, however it is called or begins, readers have embarked on an 
adventure. 


Forewords are a place where the author's ingenuity is not yet 
shackled. No matter what it is about — a recipe for differential equati- 
ons, a fictional novel about a real writer who writes real books or 
bookworms who have accidentally strayed into one of the disgraceful 
works of this author who has just spit these letters into his introduction 
— here the poet can still let his imagination run wild like an untamed 
horse that a beginner is trying to ride. Later on, the burden of respon- 
sibility and the theme lies on the author: even his dreams by day and 
night must be real, not invented. Oh dear! It's not funny to be 
committed to a documentary realism that counters the lies and distorti- 
ons in the stories and news of our time with bare reality. 


Really?! Our literary and non-literary media are fact-checked! 
Who chose what was worthy of attention and dissemination among the 
trillions of events taking place right now? How was it framed and 
interpreted? What is a fact beyond maths, of which we do not even 
know whether it is applicable to our world without measurements? 


The poet's art consists of seeing what wants to be seen at that 
moment, of sensing what is missing from feeling in its time. It is a 
responsible art in which only a few escape from Gustave Flaubert's 
dictionary of commonplaces to reach places not yet meant and show 
them to their audience. Nowadays this is complicated by the fact that 
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many statements once thought to be platitudes turn out to be true in 
retrospect, whereas self-appointed bold campaigners against prejudice 
are often themselves its most radical creators and propagators. 


Nothing is as it once seemed to you. Embark on the adventure of 
this book and the other books by this writer, who has been banned by 
many publishers from ever sending a letter or email to the publisher 
again. 


From night dreams to daydreams 
4.9.2024 


fl jumbled sequence of dreams permeated the night, only to doze off 
out of consciousness when I woke up. I was travelling home, perhaps 
after a festival. But the train didn't go through. I got off at a stop and 
found myself not in a city, but in the middle of a forest. There I was 
walking with heavy luggage, probably towards home. Yet that was 
still hundreds of kilometres away. It was dark and probably better to 
get on a train that would take me home. In the middle of the forest, my 
load became too heavy on the winding paths. I left the rucksacks next 
to a clearing, but they were barely visible in the thicket. Then I hurried 
on unloaded and found a track that had been laid through the 
woodland. 


Another train suddenly stopped there, even though there was no 
station. I got on to see what was going on. This train was going to 
Hamburg, but I didn't live there. So it was the wrong train for me. I 
had to wait until the right train to my home town happened to stop 
here on the open line, even though there was no station and therefore 
no reason to stop here. I met some young people I knew and talked to 
them, though. 

-“T have to get off again. This is the wrong train for me,” I told 
them, “My luggage is still in the middle of the forest. It was too heavy 
for me.” 

Suddenly the train started. Jesus Christ! My things! I rushed to 
the door to jump off, but couldn't open it. I tried hard, but it was 
locked. The train was already travelling too fast for me to jump out 
unscathed. How was I ever going to find my luggage in the middle of 
the forest? I didn't know exactly where it was, I could only walk back 
along the same path from the same place, but I wouldn't be able to 
find that spot on the long railway line anyway. No train would ever 
stop there again! Well, dreams and logic. Tsk tsk tsk. 


Then we lived in the same building as Putin. He walked around 
with an irate look on his face and gave orders for war. ‘Why do 
dictators who start a war never come back from their aberration?’ I 
thought, fearing that he would escalate even further until nuclear 
bombs were dropped. 


After that, a new topic flashed up, but it evaded my conscious- 
ness like a fending-off girl who sees my gaze yet disappears at the 
very moment I look elsewhere. 


I fell asleep again and continued dreaming. This time, half asleep, 
I put the pieces together, but I don't know if they all came from the 
original dream because it seems too logical. 


A man was in the process of building his house largely by 
himself, including bricklaying where possible. The bricks came with 
building instructions. -“It's cheaper. Anyone can build a house this 
way,” he said. -“That's right,” I replied, “In the Middle Ages, it was 
common for a young man who moved out of his parents” house in the 
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village to build himself a half-timbered house. But he didn't do it 
alone; the whole village helped.” I don't know if it's true, but that's 
what I dreamt. 

-“How so?” 

-“Division of labour. You helped others to build and they helped 
you when you were building. An ancient custom. Oh yes, I remember 
that when I was seventeen I travelled to the GDR with my parents, 
where we visited relatives in a small village. The aunt was brave: she 
had gone to the authorities and said that she needed a passport for the 
Soviet occupation zone, a zone pass, because she wanted to visit us in 
the American occupation zone. That's where we lived.” 

-“Watch what you say!” replied the office staff, “Think about 
where you are here.” They couldn't do anything to her because she 
was already a pensioner though. She could no longer be dismissed 
from her job. 

Anyway, trees had been felled in the village. The trunks were 
needed somewhere, maybe for a house, I don't know. Anyway, we all 
carried these logs together, especially the young people who weren't 
working yet and therefore had time. I helped, but I found it difficult. 
Back then I was longer than the others, the longest in the human 
chain, and just as slim and slight as I am today. 

-“That can't work out at all,” said an aunt, ,,The longest and 
thinnest in the middle has to carry the most.” 

The latter was a real experience, not a dream, so that it is unclear 
to me which parts were really dreamt, whether memories were 
incorporated into it, or whether these were added to the dream in the 
twilight state of the half-dream or half-awake state. 


5.9.2024 

In the night dream, there were intricate adventures that escaped 
my memory. In any case, it was like being on a Beatles tour, because I 
sired a child with a girl I met on the road. Now she didn't want 
anything from me for that reason, just wanted to see me, although she 
didn't know where I was. Things are getting a bit confusing at this 
point. Somewhere I received a message, perhaps from a Beatle, that 
this girl was travelling to see me but didn't know where I was. I asked 
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him to tell her I am here, wherever that was. Maybe it was Ringo. 
Whatever the case, he disappeared from the dream scene. The girl was 
now travelling to the Beatles, who apparently still existed. Why, only 
my dream knows. Anyway, I found out about it and phoned in case it 
wasn't Ringo calling the others. What do I know in a weird dream? In 
the meantime, the girl had also arrived. Yet the Beatle who had been 
called, perhaps the walrus that Paul was supposed to have been 
according to a song, was too lazy to pick up. It rang into the void. 
Then he picked up and got the message, which went straight to the girl 
who was now travelling to me. But before we could beget a second 
child, I woke up from the tangled dream. 


Fell asleep again, strange dream in the early morning. The previ- 
ous one was already woolly, but it could be surpassed: I was building 
something. Maybe I was building a new house or an annex. Whatever, 
I was still missing two tiles that should be in or near the entrance. 
These tiles are not just for stepping on when going in and out, but are 
also decorative tiles that should be covered with elaborate coloured 
ornaments. So there would be a gap after construction because two are 
missing. That's not acceptable. So I travelled to a place to have two 
tiles made for me. They had to be specially made by a craftsman so 
that they would fit in size-wise and continue the pattern. There was no 
material or I didn't have any except my books. Two books were to 
become tiles. So I put them in my rucksack and hurried off. I can't 
remember whether I was travelling on foot, by bike or on a bus. In any 
case, it was a long way; it took hours. I managed to hand in the books 
in time, as well as sketches of the necessary colourful ornament that 
would continue a planned picture in the entrance. 


I can't explain what happened next. However, after an hour or 
two the work was done; I packed up my books, which had become 
floor tiles, and scurried back. The construction was soon to be 
finished; I had to haste. In the hustle and bustle, my rucksack tipped 
over on the way and the two book tiles tumbled out. As paper is soft, 
they rounded the corners, but because they were baked into tiles, they 
were also in a clay state, so the corners were chipped and the edges 
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crumbled. They were probably a superimposed state between soft 
paper and crumbly clay tiles, like quantum physics in the macro 
realm. Well, where the corner of one tile fell onto the other, the 
ornament in the centre of the one that was hit also burst away, leaving 
an ugly gap and a hole. 


It didn't work that way! It was impossible to close the gap when 
construction was about to start. The tiles were also fraying. They were 
also a book, so that under the burnt-on colour pattern a lot of book 
pages tipped downwards, as if I had touched a book at the top of the 
cover and the rest folded downwards. Oh my! When I got home, I 
took the useless tiles out of my rucksack. Going straight back to have 
two new ones made? That would hardly work, as it was already late 
afternoon. By the time I arrived, the business would have closed for 
the day. Where is the phone number? Maybe I could call them and ask 
them to make two new tiles quickly, because the ones I'd picked up 
had broken on the way, and this time please make them solid, because 
I couldn't lay books on the floor as tiles. Well, who knows the phone 
number? 


And so the jumbled dream continued. Now in the real world, if it 
is not a virtual simulation of higher-dimensional beings, I had to fill 
my rucksacks and travel to the Evolution Festival, so that personal 
development could continue there in an evolutionary process that 
obviously involves the fathering of future generations, so as not to die 
out as a sterile dead end of the same evolution. There are a few small 
obstacles though: It takes two willing fertile specimens of both sexes. 
As I spilled the beans in the diary, the rest of this paragraph and chap- 
ter fell victim to necessary self-censorship. 
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Nothing evolves at the Evolution Festival either 


Despite the quite a few years I've spent trying to realise my real 
dreams of the real world, I easily hoisted the heavy travel bags with 
the added weight of many books onto my back, grabbed the large food 
bag and trudged through the sunshine to the station. 


-“Tt looks like you're going to the Evolution Festival too,” I began 
my first attempt on the road. 

-“T'm just going home.” 

-“That's good as well.” 

Waiting for rail replacement transport. Culture, sex complemen- 
tarity, railway and society are thoroughly ruined and scrapped and 
have to be rebuilt from scratch. 


The first shuttle taxi driver didn't take me, but two others behind 
me did. We'll be taken back to that... 
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Queue at the entrance: -“Are you from Italy? 

I had mistaken them for people from another group who had 
spoken Italian in the second shuttle taxi. 

-“Tibingen” 

-“Noble university town.” I was clearly exhausted from dragging 
my backpacks around in the heat, since once again I had mistaken 
something, namely Tiibingen for Heidelberg. “Did you study there?” 

-““Yes, but that was 10 years ago. When I was still young.” 

-“Which subject?” 

-“Geography” 

-“Good, that's not a typical orchid subject.” 

-“They're needed for the earth.” 

-“On which planet?” I tried to joke, “And what are you doing 
now?” 

-“T've moved to Heidelberg.” 

-“Ah, did you bring your flower hat (not orchids) with you from 
Tiibingen to Heidelberg?” 

-“Yes, it would have been a shame to leave it there.” 
-“Your hat stays with you.” 


Ie) 


-“A friend also has a hat like that, luckily in a different colour. 
That way we can tell them apart.” 

-““You seem to share this friend's taste in fashion.” 

-“Yes, we also have the same scarf, unfortunately with no 
difference in colour. So we can easily get them mixed up.” 

Another man in the long queue in front of the ribbon counter 
intervened in my opening and pushed me out of the conversation. 

-“T used to live in Tibingen too...” 

That often happens to me. I may do the painstaking groundwork, 
summon up the courage to approach a woman, only to be outdone by 
confident but hollow guys who didn't show the courage and effort to 
start the conversation themselves. They get diddled and procreate; I'm 
selected out and die out as a useful beast of burden for others. 


In this case, however, it didn't seem to have any consequences, 
because she had either travelled with her boyfriend or switched to a 
third conversation partner. 


-“You have a 2 to 3 second spaceship,” I said to a gal, who was 
sitting there with a tent that said ‘2 seconds 3’ on it. 

“Definitely,” she uttered curtly, although I'm not sure whether 
she understood the allusion. 

-“You can fill it with helium and float up to the stage.” 

No reaction. 
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After I had unloaded my heavy backpacks at the fence and a man 
in my row had offered to hold my place in the queue, I approached the 
prettier friend of the girl with the pop-up tent from the other side of 
the queue. She was taller, blonde and not burdened with piercings and 
inserted metal, which I felt could have meant great progress. Shoulda, 
coulda, dreamt-of woulda. 

-“Oh, you wear many suns on your scarf! No wonder it's so hot. 
They all shine on your rust-coloured cloth.” She smiled. 

-““Yes, there are suns on it.” 

-““You seem to have a thing for suns.” 

The conversation didn't go any further as she fell silent, but her 
voice and glow were more girlish than the previous failure. 
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Search for a campsite: -““We're not allowed to camp here. This is 
the rescue lane. We're still here, but we've already been told that we 
have to change our pitch.” 

-“Too bad, the only verge with shade. Can't they put their 
emergency lane somewhere else?” 

Just at that moment, a blond neo-hippie pulled up to me and said. 

-““Are you the poet?” 

-““Yes, Iam a poet.” 

-“T once read your book that someone bought. I'm missing the 
last 10 pages, but I have questions about your intention.” 

-““Actually, the work or book should speak for itself.” 

-“T might be missing the last 10 pages. I'd like to know what your 
intention is. Have a look at our site.” 

Attention, author's announcement: All poets are asked to check 
their intentions. It is not acceptable for works to be distributed whose 
intention has not been checked and approved by the Hippie Inquisiti- 
on! 

-““We can have a chat right now,” I replied, because I had plenty 
of books in my rucksack to scientifically prove all the dicey state- 
ments I was making. 

-“Not now. One of these days.” With that, he left. We can look 
forward to the continuation of the general enrichment by the diverse 
variety of tolerance. A goa is love — just not for everyone. 
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The next incident took place in the early evening at a dance, 
when I was talking to a girl who, as it turned out shortly afterwards, 
was taken. I confided to my notebook: 

«The examination of attitudes in a society that has become 
totalitarian is also beginning here. It's getting uncomfortable. The time 
of the festivals may soon be over for me. Male losers are not even 
allowed to speak out. No one is allowed to break out of the attitude 
tunnel.» 


After pitching my tent and turning my rucksack into a book 
bazaar, I headed for the more expensive ‘quiet’ campsite. My plan was 
to start far away on Thursday. In case a woke guardian, who can't be 
spotted, is annoyed by my content and wants revenge for expressing 
views that contradict his ideology, then it's advantageous to camp as 
far away as possible so that he can't find me so easily and do me harm. 
At Porta Westfalica, a leftist had stolen poles from my tent while I was 
sleeping in it at night, and I was lucky that he didn't harm me. When I 
disagreed with him, saying that this is not how people argue with other 
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dangerous ideologies, he felt personally hurt. -““Now I don't feel well.” 
You don't disagree with feminism or communism with impunity. My 
acquaintances at the time, with whom I had attended the festival, 
unfriended me indignantly and moved to a place far away from my 
damaged tent at night because I would have dared to offend their 
friend with polite opposition to his ‘affair of the heart’. It's been like 
this since 1968. 


ae \ < 
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Two girls were sitting in the passageway to the much more ex- 
pensive and supposedly quieter campsite, which did not, though, have 
a greater distance to the noisemakers' stages, with bowls of food next 
to them. 

-“Enjoy your meal.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“You're smiling. That's nice.” She smiled even more. 

“Now you're smiling even more. I make you do it.” I added. 
-“‘And you too,” I said to the other. “It's cosy at your place. That's why 
I'm visiting you. Did you hear my signal? I sent a signal a quarter of 
an hour ago that I was coming to see you.’ 

-““Not yet.” 
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-“Perhaps space-time is so compressed that I have overtaken my 
signal with warp drive. You'll hear it later.’ 

-“That could be.” 

-“You've made such an effort with your hair!” 

-““On the other side, too.” She showed two blonde braids. 

-“Nice that you're here!” 

-“Nice to meet you!” 

-“Where are you from?” 

-“From Li...” I didn't immediately understand the name for sure, 
although it rang a bell. 

-“Where is that?” 

-“Between Bielefeld and ...” 

-“Oh, that's how I recognise the name! The Waldfrieden is in that 
neighbourhood!” 

-““Yes, that's not far away.” (A few hours on foot.) 

They often hurried away while talking because they were helpers 
and were only allowed to let employees through to their area. How- 
ever, many used the path as a shortcut to the stage. In the following 
days, the organisers would capitulate to the crowds and let people pass 
through. 

“Sorry for the interruption. We have to do our job here. We are 
only allowed to let employees through to their campsite.” 

Vehicles also arrived that wanted to go to the quiet campsite and 
had to be checked to see if they had a ticket. Others asked where they 
could collect their employee wristbands. 

-“Have you ever been to Waldfrieden?” 

-“Not yet.” 

-“You can also work there and join in revelling at the party.” 

-“Maybe” 

-“T hope you'll let me through to the quiet campsite. I'm not cam- 
ping there, I just want to talk to people.” 

-“That's no problem.” 
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This conversation is divided into two parts, is actually a double 
conversation. First, I went on a reading tour across what the organisers 
thought was a quiet campsite. My plan was to read near my wigwam 
at the very end before I left, so that there was less danger of a woke 
intolerance getting angry at my presence because of unwoke turns of 
phrase and somebody potentially harming me. By the time I returned 
to the entrance with the two of them, the sun had sunk below the 
horizon. 

-“T'm glad you're here. It's nice with you.” 

I showed the second one my books while the first one was talking 
to visitors as a member of staff. She was lighting up with her mobile 
phone, but often had to scurry away so that no one would walk in 
without authorisation. -“Sorry for my interruption.” 

I also tried to be friendly with her, who resembled a marble. 

-“T was at Fusion...” she said, “I don't read. Old books from 
school and university, whose values I don't agree with at all, have put 
me off reading.” 

Oh dear. There have been no real traditional values in school 
books or at university for decades. Fusion was founded as a left-wing 
radical experimental field. Today, people have been so misinformed 
since childhood that they can no longer understand many things, only 
perceive them in a distorted way. This even applies to many of those 
who are nice. 
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-“Old values are better than current ones,” I replied cautiously 
and diplomatically. 

A farewell hug with the one who has golden hair. 

-“May I?” she asked first and then hugged me. If only it meant 
something! I mean more than nice company as platonic friends. What 
do I have to do to make something of it? I'm in the positive vibe. It 
carries me. Yet that doesn't mean anything when it comes to man-to- 
woman. That's not how the original hippies of the 1960s imagined it! 
Utopia failed! 


“In the best mood and vibe, I spoke to many people. Some of the 
more common lines because they were appropriate were: -““Enjoy your 
food!” The first ones didn't react. Or: 

-“A cosy spot with shade. It's a good place to chill out.” Or: 

-“Nice to see you smiling.” 


Two girls in the early hours of the night. -“Oh, you're so radiant!” 

-“Thank you” 

-“Now even more. I'll bring you even more smiles and joy.” 

At first I spoke to them in English because they were talking in 
this idiom, then I asked the blonde girl, whose accent seemed familiar 
to me: “Do you speak German?” 

“Yes” 

-“Fine. Where are you from?” She named a German town. 

-“Dutch” the other one intervened. 
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Now it finally has sunk in while I am typing my notes the next 
day. Yesterday, my memory was still fluid, bubbling away and 
supplementing my meagre notes. It had dried up at the line about the 
smile, I no longer realised which of the many conversations it was and 
exactly how it went. Yet now I can visualise it again, feel it and 
remember exactly what happened. I was actually more interested in 
the slim, tall blonde, but she was only having one of the usual polite 
conversations and, contrary to the cliché, was not Dutch but German. 
In contrast, the Dutch woman was stocky, dark-haired and somewhat 
burlier, not really of a Nordic type. Her demeanour was like that of a 
student at a spring break in the USA, if you know what I mean. 

-“T've been there several times: Groningen, Amsterdam, Texel” 

-“Groningen? Nice. I've never been to Texel. I'm originally from 
the south of the Netherlands.” I would have believed her if she had 
extended the distance. 

“Now I live in Holland, a beautiful place with canals, in the 
Utrecht area.” 

-“That's a bit like Amsterdam or Venice then.” 

-‘A little. But here there are more canals to the sea.” 
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-“Nice 

that you're 
here!’ I 
smiled at her. 
She — sponta- 
neously ap- 
proached to 
hug me, and 
we stayed 
embraced tal- 
king for a 
while. Her 
blonde  Ger- 
man friend 
had —_ disap- 
peared in the 
meantime, 

walking on, 
then stopping 
at a distance 
looking 


-‘Nice 

to see you,’ 
she replied, 
repeating my 
line. I stroked her back and hugged her a little. Her hands were still on 
my back. I'm sure that my flirting teachers would have succeeded in 
separating her from her friend and spontaneously taking her with 
them, had a drink somewhere together and then ended up in the same 
tent purely by chance, as life goes: ‘It wasn't intentional, it just hap- 
pened to be that way, it was meant to be’, the girl will think later and 
explain to her friend. Only the man knows exactly that it never hap- 
pens by chance, rather it requires skilful help from the man, whereas a 
clumsy beginner like me will never get results. An incel will mess up 
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even the best fit occasion because he is unfamiliar with the small 
moves that can win the position. All it takes is one clumsy move for 
his winning position to fall apart like a group of camped infantrymen 
between whom the mother of all bombs strikes. 

We were still standing close to each other, our faces and upper 
bodies turned towards each other. 

-“What a lovely evening!” I tried to bring the chess game to a 
good conclusion after she had given me the advantage. You have a 
bottle to drink from. I'll drink your smile.” 


HTH 


-“You're wearing a cool jacket,” she replied. Now's the time! It's 
now or never! Here was the threat of checkmate to being incel in one 
go. But damn it, what move? I couldn't think of the winning move 
because I'd never experienced it before. To this day, I still don't know 
what it would have been. Unfortunately, her friend had already moved 
on and was watching the scene with a waiting look. Some people are 
tactful and hold back — that makes it easier. Others play cockblocker. 
She was somewhere in between. In any case, she was visibly exerting 
pressure to move on. 

-“We should chill together, maybe have a chai,” I tried to take her 
away from her friend. That was probably clumsy. Maybe I should 
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have repeated the touch or escalated it to make her more interested 
and desirous. But I haven't experienced that yet. Should I just tell her 
jokingly -‘Don't look at me so seductively! I'm not that quick.’? And if 
that backfires, spoils everything? It's like putting a beginner who's 
never played chess into a tournament without even explaining the 
rules. ‘Just watch, then you'll see how people move!’ 


We were still standing close like when we hugged. Should I have 
said ‘I'm attracted to you’ directly? Hippies even said ‘I want to sleep 
with you’ directly in 1967, though that was an exceptional situation in 
1967, both frowned upon beforehand and doomed to failure later. How 
do you escalate? How does a man escalate? The woman who had pro- 
gressed further along the path was more attractive, but obviously 
reluctant. The Southern Dutch woman, who had been in close contact 
up to that point, now thought she wanted to go further and rejoined her 
distant friend; they went dancing. 


Was I reading too much into it? Was it all just the usual festival 
openness with no meaning, or was it really an indication of the US 
spring-break type of girl who is suddenly pointlessly open to vice 
before mutating back into strict, woke students after a holiday of 
screwing around? 
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A girl with a water bottle. 

-“Oh neat. You've got water with you!” 

-“Do you want a sip?” 

-“Thanks, I've got some myself. You seem to have been very 
thirsty. There's not much left.” 

-“T was thirsty in the sun.” Now she headed for the stage. 


I reinforced her smile a few times. As always, no result for me 
though. I couldn't gain access. Thousands of times I ran out of fuel in 
the air, but no landing permit was received. 


-““Oh, the specks of light are circling in a swaying vortex.” 
-“Yes, they're great!” and she was gone. 
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In front of the techno stage in the forest, two rotund girls danced 
at the table; they swayed their bodies sideways, while slimmer ones 
stomped more vertically. 

-“You've got a good swing!” 

-“Always” 

-“That's it.” I swung along with them. “You've got swinging in 
your blood.” 

-“Have you got xyz?” (drug) 

-“No, I'm naturally in a good mood.” 

-“Then I have a mission.” 

Apparently they had thought I was a dealer, were now disappoin- 
ted and on the lookout. People often came round at readings to ask if I 
was the pharmacist. -‘No, I'm a writer, I have books about it.’ -‘With 
drops in it for licking?’ -‘No, at most dog-ears.’ 

-“T'm a writer, I've written a book about psychedelics.” 

-“You're trolling us.” 

-“No, really.” 

-““What's it called?” She pulled out her mobile phone to look up 
the title of the book. 

-“Life as a journey” 

She typed it into her phone, wanted to send a search. 

-“T've got it in my bag,” I interjected and pulled out a few diffe- 
rent books. 

-“Tt's real, he's got it with him!” the other girl exclaimed in sur- 
prise. 

I showed some pictures in the lamplight of the nearby pub, which 
brightened up the table in the darkness. 

-“Cool,” she started reading. “How much is it?” 
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I signed it for them. That way a different kind of deal was struck, 
their money didn't go to an illegal ‘pharmacy’ but to an ostracised 
book. Later, they saw me walking past. ‘That's the one with the book,’ 
I heard. Its author had obviously not aroused any desire. So what does 
one actually write for? An archaeologist argued that not only art and 
operas, but also stone axes were once created not so much for practical 
purposes, but to impress the female sex. Many stone tools had been 
found that were firstly too small for practical use and secondly 
completely unused. Even as toys for children, scratches would have 
been expected. Therefore, the researchers claimed, the creators had 
probably wanted to emphasise their masculinity in front of girls and 
women of fertile age by going to the trouble of producing male tools 
that could not be used for any practical purpose, just as the peacock 
grows feathers that arouse female desire as a wheel but are not 
suitable for flight. 
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-“The stage is like a whirl that pulls us in.” 

-“Or a snail.” 

-“A snail is also something cute. I was thinking more of a worm- 
hole that pulls us into another world.” 

-“Definitely” 

-“The lights are the accretion disc above the event horizon.’ 

A man burst into our conversation: -“I heard from a man who 
read your book that it's way off the mark. Your views are completely 
wrong.” 

-“Then you haven't understood it.” 

-“T haven't read it.” 

Attention, mind control at the techno stage. Bad rumours are cir- 
culating. Since 1968, white, heterosexual male losers have no longer 
been allowed to speak out, are excluded from the media and the litera- 
ry scene, and fundamentally false ideologies can no longer be challen- 
ged. The totalitarian tunnel of vision continues to narrow. Thinking 
outside of this tunnel is an important characteristic and task of art. 
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-“Ts that a jellyfish or an UFO?” I asked a young woman whose 
friend was waving the shimmering whitish object on a thread of her 
long stick, presumably to recognise her group. 

-“A jellyfish. It's called ...ny.” 

-“Good to know! When I talk to the jellyfish, I'll know its name 
straight away.” 

The woman with the elongated jellyfish, which was hanging by a 
thread and had other extensions dangling below it, had already walked 
away with the stick in her hand. 


A group of men were standing around another table on the lake- 
shore, chatting, one of whom said to me that I had been reading for 
them at the Ozora. Then he had been“ too high. 

-““Good that you're here!” 

He invited me to the table to read. Another guy of the group 
chose my book “No experience at the Experience Festival”. Sur- 
prisingly, my first of two copies had already gone to a reader. 
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-“You're strolling through the night with xyz.” (I've forgotten 
XYZ) 

I was just on my way back to the main square with stalls selling 
food, drinks, clothes and junk. Unfortunately, I had forgotten the wor- 
ding of this attempt that very night. Important parts of the conversati- 
on are therefore unfortunately missing. 

... ~“TI'm from Hamburg.” 

-“We have something in common — I'm also Hanseatic by birth.” 
Flirting theory says that a man should emphasise similarities, create a 
‘we’ feeling. It's a shame that the rest of the conversation is blurred 
like the state of the world before the Big Bang. She ran to her friend, 
who also lives in Hamburg, at a stand. He knew me from previous 
festivals. Chatted with him. He told me to read during for their group 
the coming day. 


Back at the Waldbiihne, which was the only one open today, in 
the evening Goa Trance mixed into the usual techno sound: 

-“With your light blue skirt, you look like you've travelled from 
the South Seas.” 

Her short skirt spilled out in trailing stripes of tinsel that shone 
and flickered in the light show. 

-“But only almost.” 

-“With feathers would fit well.” I've forgotten her answer. 
-““Maybe’”? 
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-“The shell of the stage is like a vortex that pulls us into a worm- 
hole. Who knows what awaits us at the end, perhaps another world?” 
-““Another dimension?” 


This attempt at a conversation was also dead in the water. She 
and the previous girl I had told about the event horizon were joined by 
her boyfriend. 


Please don't forget: A group in the quiet tent area had invited me 
to the reading the next morning. They didn't have the time today 
because they wanted to leave soon. With them it was noticeably 
genuine interest, not a convenient festival excuse as is often the case. 
Both occur frequently: People who know me from previous years and 
are looking forward to reading from new books and those who don't 
know me, don't like books or loathe my views out of wokeness or 
dismiss me for other reasons. 


6.9.2024 

Forgotten night dream. In the darkness of the tent, because the 
floodlight was firstly far away and secondly shielded by a mobile 
home in front of my tent, I only found the following scribbles on my 
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notepad as a mnemonic aid: A girl told me about another hot girl I had 
asked her about: ‘Oh, she's with the yoga guy in the tent, and also with 
the porn guy.’ In reality, he had been walking around the previous 
festival wearing a ‘Porn Hub’ shirt. 


The first few walks were for freshening up and showering. I saw 
a woman sitting in front of her tent, either newly attaching a piece of 
cloth to protect her from the sun or refixing it after it had been torn 
away by the still strong wind. She held the ribbon between her teeth 
while she wrapped the other side of the string around a corner of the 
colourfully patterned cloth with her hands and tied it tightly. 

-“Your sail will be set in a moment. Then the wind can blow you 
straight to the stage.” 

-“Tf the wind is right.” 


The following was often heard during the reading tour, especially 
at the beginning: -‘Very interesting your suggestion, but I don't read 
books / don't buy anything / still have too many books to read.’ 


33 


A man with a wife and daughter who spoke no German — 
probably Dutch because of the NL licence plates in his meadow block 
— showed interest in several books. He seemed to like my explanation 
that I write down what others overlook or don't want to acknowledge, 
so that it can sometimes have a provocative effect. 


I do this in order to avoid unnecessary conflicts with woke and 
intolerant people. Unfortunately, this self-assessment is highly proble- 
matic, because both feminists and left-wingers have been raving more 
and more since 1968 — or since 1900 — about expressing social criti- 
cism, breaking out of the mould, which they see as a sign of good art — 
but only as long as the result goes into their direction. As soon as 
someone offers content that is critical in a different direction then their 
own, they react with extreme indignation. They have a monopoly on 
criticism and deviation from the norm, which can only ever take place 
in one direction. 


He saw my English version “Not Again! Not Another Book!” 
-“T'll take that!”’, he replied, “That's interesting”. 
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I remained cautious, because experience shows that woke people 
only appreciate and tolerate provocative criticism in their direction, 
but they indignantly reject even cautious criticism from any other 
direction. 

-“This is the most provocative book in my backpack,” I ex- 
plained, “Are you open to other views, not outraged when you en- 
counter unfamiliar thinking? The other books are funny too, but 
they're less offensive.” 

He stuck to his decision and didn't let me talk him out of it. 
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A little later, I arrived at the couple who had called me in yester- 
day for this morning. She was sitting in front of the motorhome while 
he was working in the open door. A friend of theirs was seated in the 
group. They greeted me, were pleased and stayed, although they actu- 
ally had plans, but postponed them because I was there and they wan- 
ted to hear my reading. The woman raved about my performance at a 
previous festival. However, she only had the relatively harmless ‘Indi- 
an Spirit’? book from me so far, so I had slight doubts as to whether 
they might drop out at riskier passages and get annoyed. 
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-“Have you got the Indian Spirit book with you? I want to give it 
to a friend.” 

-“The same book several times? That's rather boring. I've newly 
written a lot of good ones since then. Take a look at these books. I've 
had a record year. I've never been so diligent. I wrote eleven books in 
eight months up to August!” 

-“That's a lot.” 

They leafed through the books. They found my presentation from 
the Crete book amusing and applauded it, but they remained reserved 
about the book. The festival books appealed to them more. 

“These are books where you speak from yourself, from festivals 
that we know. We have a personal connection to it.” 

I read introductions to some of the books that delighted her. 

-“T like your style. You have a humorous way of writing.” 

My original German version “Not again! Not another book!” I 
had, contrary to expectations, already sold yesterday, so unfortunately 
I couldn't recite the introduction to them. They especially liked my 
pictures of festivals. 

-“Oh, that's | | I must show him the book or give it to him as a 
present.” 

-“Do you know him?” 

-“Yes, I juggle with fire at festivals. That's a colleague.” 

-“Ts that from last year's Camakavum?” 

-“T don't think so. I haven't written a book about that festival yet. 
It's more likely to be Midsummer Night's Dream.’ 

-“Yes, that's right.” 

She showed the book to her boyfriend. 

-“Let me give you a hug,” she told me, “I won't do it now, but 
feel hugged!” 

They chose three different books. She recommended my psyche- 
delic book to her visitor, even though she only knew my introduction 
and hadn't read it yet. She praised it and said it was the right book for 
him. He leafed through it, looked at the pictures, read a few lines of 
unfamiliar content, which I roughly categorised based on the pictures. 
He looked astonished. I very much hoped that both he and she would 
like it, so that she wouldn't have praised a book before reading it, 
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which she or the visitor would be embarrassed about afterwards. 
Unfortunately, I can't read minds, I could only see his occasionally 


puzzled expression. 


One of the three books they had chosen was “Life as a Journey”. 
While I was presenting one of my books with pictures and a reading, 
the man with his wife and daughter from earlier came stomping over, 
threw the signed English version of ‘Not Again! Not Another Book!’ 
at my feet and exclaimed that he was a feminist. 

-“Do you want another book instead? They're not as controversi- 


al.” 

But the man didn't want another book from me and left as indig- 
nantly as he had arrived. My group was astonished by the intolerance. 

-“Unfortunately, that happens a lot,” I explained, “the media and 
the literary establishment are in a narrow tunnel of opinion that is 
constantly narrowing. This has been the case in Western countries 
since 1968. Since then, male losers could never voice their view, but it 
has been getting worse all the time. I hope you are open-minded and 
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don't mind unfamiliar views. As artists, it is interesting and an art to 
create something new that others have not yet seen or noticed.” 

They agreed that society had become one-sided. 

-“Society is quite divided instead of listening to each other,” she 
remarked. 

-“T tell people that I write down what others don't want to admit. 
Yet some are woke people who think they are tolerant but are intole- 
rant, who demand new things but only ever allow them in their usual 
direction. Unfortunately, I no longer have the German version. Do you 
speak English?” 

-“A little.” 

-“Too bad — I haven't made a script for this new book yet and I 
don't know it by heart. I'll try to translate it back into the original.” 

With that I began my lecture. They laughed. 

-“T love your sense of humour, the way you can make fun of 
yourself.” 

-“T can't get any further now. Translating during the lecture is too 
tedious. May I read English?” 

-““Yes, you can.” 

I read from the introduction in English; they were taken with the 
book. 

-“T can give it to you as a present. It's a return. But it's the most 
explosive book I have with me. Don't you get annoyed or think badly 
of me if it contains completely contrary views?” 

-“No, that's normal, you also have to listen to other points of 
view.” 

I then explained the content of the book: The view of male losers 
and an ethnological chapter. 

-““As well individuals as both sexes are falling apart today, are 
alienated from each other, since all remnants of a connecting culture 
have disintegrated in recent generations, decades and even years. As 
long as today's human species has existed, at least a hundred thousand 
years or more — it's difficult to draw a dividing line because it's a 
gradual transition of emergence — humans have lived in tribal cultures. 
Classical ethnologists and sociologists, such as one of the founders of 
these disciplines Emile Durkheim, but also Marcel Mauss and others, 
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have clearly described that sexual complementarity and sexual divisi- 
on of labour are the basis of human culture and for the emergence of 
altruistic feelings. Desire is a selfish demand and does not create soci- 
al empathy for strangers or third parties. Yet in our society, nothing is 
left except desire to attract and relate the sexes. Today's ethnology and 
sociology have become ideological subjects, ignoring or hiding the 
clear findings of the classics. I am convinced that the classics were 
right, because male losers and incels experience the complete loss of 
empathy and sympathy that results from the abolition of the sexual 
division of labour. According to Durkheim and others, this empathy 
only arises from the cultural complementarity that brings about co- 
operation and exchange. 


That's exactly the opposite of the woke view, which has blurred 
all differences and roles of both sexes. It is a fundamental philosophi- 
cal question of our time, the pivotal error from which countless others 
follow. If that doesn't annoy you, I can give you the English version.” 


She gladly accepted the book. -“I'm looking forward to practising 
my English.’ Then she leafed through it. -“Oh, that's a again. I have to 
give him the book. Do you have it in German?” 

-“Not today, unfortunately.” 

-“Are you at the Camakavum?” 

-“Tf it's not raining, I want to come, but I won't get the book prin- 
ted until then. It takes about two weeks from ordering, alas the festival 
is already taking place next week. That's not feasible.” 

They wanted inscriptions for the books; I wrote her boyfriend's 
name inside as a dedication, then hers, and gave him the books for 
both of them. 
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Another group of girls said goodbye to me as I approached with a 
sharp “Good day!”, which is an unusual greeting here that is consi- 
dered dated and stuffy, had a strongly negative connotation due to the 
tone of voice, since it sounded like a clichéd ruler from Prussian 
times, sending me away instead of welcoming me. 


Many girls end conversations that are going well with an oracular 
“See you around’. This is rarely meant seriously in the literal sense, as 
neither in a big city nor at a big festival is another encounter to be 
expected. It may happen at smaller ones like this, but not when it is 
needed. It never means that something sexual should happen. Girls 
don't need that at all, because at a fertile age they are desired by men 
who instinctively seek what once served procreation before modernity 
drove out all naturalness like an exorcist drives out the devil. Girls 
therefore fend off the many suitors with a casual ‘As chance would 
have it’. If it doesn't work out, it shouldn't from the point of view of 
the girls, who can afford to wear out 99 would-be princes because 
there are still enough left. Think of the Italian counterpoint singer girl 
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in my previous book, who said in a rare reversal, -“How did you find 
me?”, which seemed hopeless on the much larger campsite there, 
“Fate. Then so be it.” But nothing came of it, because her friend in the 
tent immediately pulled the emergency brake as a cockblocker. 


Apparently, the poetic interpretation as ‘fate’ also stems from this 
background. A woman is like the Norn who weaves the threads of fate. 
Like in a fairytale, many suitors and princes fall into misfortune. 
There are enough of them. One is struck on the foot by the fate of her 
choice. Then he is stuck with the consequences of her choice. For the 
many male losers, it's the other way round. Fate is playing a rigged 
game in which a few male winners are constantly thrown the sign of 
female choice at their feet and female hearts are ploughed like grapes 
on the vine. Male losers, on the other hand, go away empty-handed. 
That's just fate! They have to come to terms with it. It's nobody's fault 
and it's purely a private matter that's nobody's business. 


With girls and women it would be outrageous; a cultural revoluti- 
on would immediately break out to shred the conditions and build a 
contrary utopia. Yet when it's men who are burdened by something, no 
one gives a damn, no one at all; it's not even noticed. 


So while the ladies carry out sexual selection on men and impose 
fates, male losers have to submit to their fate and be despised as 
incels. That's life, but don't you dare say it! 
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A tall girl. -“You like it asymmetrical.” 

-“That may be.” 

-“Your skirt goes down diagonally.” It was in the shape of a han- 
ging triangle, the hypotenuse at the top, the apex pointing downwards 
on her left thigh. “At least you have a zip pocket, you can put some- 
thing in it.” 

-“That's handy. I don't have anything to put in it yet, but maybe I 
will.” 

-“You never know. I like your smile.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“Now it's intensified. You see, we should meet in the chill area 
and have a drink.” 

-““Later” 

-“Good plan. It's a deal.” 

Goodbye without result. At later chance meetings, she was even 
more secretive, the word ‘later’ consequently a clear rejection wrap- 
ped in hesitant agreement. 
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At the next chance meeting, she had just come from the dance 
‘floor’ (the term used in the genglish of the scene): 

-“There you are! Did you dance well?” 

“Yes” 

-“You drink your water and I drink your smile. We should hang 
out together in the chill tent.” 

-“When we see each other.” Another typical girl's answer that 
puts you off for ever and a day and isn't even meant seriously if, 
against all odds, it actually happens. 

-““What time?” 

-“T'm out of here. Have a nice...” Departure. 


Several re-encounters with yesterday's radiant and embracing 
girls were similarly dismissive and cool. The situation has changed 
fundamentally, but unfortunately not for the better. Thursday was the 
moment of arrival in the counter-world of the festival, when familiar 
masks and routines are exchanged for the good vibes mask of the 
party. Today, getting to know each other has already taken place, 
partying has become the next routine, in which it is imperative to 
reach the tent group at the Pangaea stage, the last primeval continent, 
where the star of its DJ heaven will soon be spinning the loops. 
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Entrance: -“Have you just arrived?” 

The security guards seemed to be watching me as I spoke. Am I 
already attracting attention? They would hardly be worried about the 
safety of the poet honouring their sacred place — here I am a customer 
and a supplicant instead of a king. 

-““Yes” 

-“Glad you're here.” 

Is there a piggy bank around here somewhere into which every- 
one has to throw pennies after a hackneyed saying? She was looking 
for something on her ding-a-ling, ring-a-jingle, mobile phone. Dear 
readers, you can clearly see that I don't just take empty pleasantries, 
but also dish them out again literally when the opportunity arises. You 
could call it a cycle of hollow phrases, after which it is said: -‘Oh, 
what a lovely festival that was again!’ 

-“T don't know if I'm in the right place, if this is where I want to 
go,” she said. 

-“No matter where you want to go: This is the place to be!” I 
smiled at her, trying to let my charm do the talking, along the lines of: 
‘Bei mir bistu scheyn!’ 
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-“T want to meet friends who are still coming. Is this the meeting 
point at the ticket counter?” 

At that moment, her two male and, in the third edition, female 
friends arrived. Hugs. Apparently, two pairs or atoms had formed here, 
from two atomic nuclei and two electron clouds, which attracted each 
other sexually — I intended to write electrically — due to their opposite 
charge. I was the remaining free radical, so to speak, sucking in 
female electrons from all directions in order to procreate small atoms 
with them. But the electrons are already dancing somewhere else and 
cocking a snook at me. 

-“Lost and found again,” I commented. 

-“They were never lost,” she corrected me. Departure of the four 
or two doubles. 


In the afternoon heat, even my 50+ sun cream had melted. The 
fine white film, which normally spreads evenly over the skin, precipi- 
tated like churning milk or egg white, which slowly coagulates into 
streaks in hot, but not boiling water. That I told girls too. 

-“Am I still white in the face? Are there still spots of sun cream?” 
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-“No, everything looks fine.” 
Another girl said in conversation that I still had a white flake of 
sun cream on my cheek. 


Another girl was sitting today in the passageway to the campsite, 
which had been declared quiet, and the one for employees, towards the 
roar, where there was a three-way intersection of the settlement mea- 
dows. 

-“Oh, you're sitting here today with a beaming smile between 
golden curls.” 

-“Thank you” 

-“T make you shine. That's nice. I like your curls. Are they natu- 
ral?” 

-“Yes, they grow like that.” 

My flirting teachers will tear their hair out if they have any. I 
rolled off one compliment after another in front of her instead of 
teasing her in between. Oh, what kind of poetic beta slimes around 
here instead of mutating into an alpha monkey to whom she sinks 
speechlessly into his arms, her thighs opening? Boy, oh boy, you've 
got to practise that! 

-“Red-blonde hair is a fine thing. You probably also have very 
sun-sensitive skin. That's usually the case.” 
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Hello, where's the piggy bank for phrase coins? I have to throw 
in a few more! 

-“Yes, my skin is very sensitive. I've already requested sun cream 
by mobile phone. Maybe it will arrive soon.” 

-“Shall I bring you some? I have sun cream.” 

-“No need, it's not that sensitive.” 
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Hello dear organisers! Is there a competition here: “Germany is 
looking for the hyper beta’? I would like to take part with a good 
chance of winning. 

-“When you've finished work, we'll go for a drink in a chill tent. 
You have a drink and I enjoy your smile.” 

She's welcome to get drunk and get into a lively mood; as a 
flirting student, I prefer to stay sober, then my head is clearer and 
things are less likely to go wrong with Cupid's arrow, not that he'll 
dangle down drunk when it counts! I don't have more than one arrow. 
More than that is only possible in fairy tales for adults only. It's not 
easy for a man, but it's easy for him to have a mishap! 

-“Later” 
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I declare this word the misnomer of the 21st century. When I hear 
‘girl’ and ‘later’, I get all weak in the legs and hips. Then it's all too 
late. 

-““Let me know when you're done. My Insta is ...” 

-“That's how we do it.” Goodbye with a hug, but less intimate 
than yesterday's with her colleague, because the curly-haired redhead 
barely got out of her crouch and stayed down while I stood. Yesterday, 
her predecessor had hugged me standing up, but even that had only 
been a superficial, friendly phrase for the phrase piggy bank, because 
nothing resulted from it. 


-“Oh, there you are again with your sun scarf! No wonder it's so 
hot today!” 

-““How are you?” 

I'm in bad shape! I spent the whole day running around in the 
blazing sun without cooling off, talked myself hoarse during lectures, 
had a book thrown at my feet in disgust, didn't drink enough, had a 
slight sunstroke and no girl wanted anything to do with me. I didn't 
even get round to having a proper meal. My goose is cooked! Can you 
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pour cold water on me in the tent, bring me back to life and then lay 
me? I need that! 

No, of course I didn't say that. Maybe I should have. But I'm sure 
the girl of many suns not only has umpteen male friends, but also a 
steady boyfriend. 

-“Goody” I couldn't cross the Siebenbiirger bridge of lies that 
once ran through our legends before our eastern tribes were driven out 
and disappeared from the world along with their legends and poetic 
talent. You could hardly lie more blatantly. It was said that only those 
who had never told a lie could cross the Siebenbiirger Bridge of Lies 
without falling into the water. Honestly, a dip in the cool water could 
have a revitalising effect after a little sunstroke. ‘What are you doing?’ 

-“T'm on my way to the loo.” 

-“Afterwards we'll chill out in the chill tent.” Departure never to 


A propos loo. A lady offered me a banana. Is everything bananas? 
-“That's nice of you, but I'm careful with my food at festivals so I 
don't have to go to the loo too often.” 


Sl 


-“T felt sick to my stomach yesterday. I had eaten something that 
wasn't good and had to run to the loo all the time. I could hardly walk 
that fast! I'm fine now.” 

-“Where did you eat, so that the same thing doesn't happen to 
me?” 

-“Oh, it was at our place, some of our food was probably no lon- 
ger fresh in the heat.” 

Freshly cleaned in the meantime, there was obviously no attracti- 
on between banana and ... but let's not go there. 


Later, I had eaten something with a lot of sauce at a booth. Since 
it was too wide for my mouth, some of it got on my lips, chin, 
moustache and maybe even my cheek. I tried to rinse my greasy fin- 
gers under a tap and then clean my face and moustache again, but 
without a mirror I was unsure of the result. 

-“Do I still have any colour from the sauce in my beard or face?” 
I asked one of the girls. 

-“No, everything's fine.” However, no conversation ensued. 

A passer-by with a keener eye pointed out the remaining co- 
louring. A more thorough washing of my face and fingers followed. 


At least you could tell from this that I had eaten something 
proper in the twilight, after having spent the whole day on my reading 
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tour from tent to tent like a pack ox, without cooling off with even a 
little water or bothering with unimportant trivialities like eating. My 
stomach was queasy, my blood overheated, my brain sluggish — I had 
a slight sunstroke. At least it was only the sun and I wasn't feeling my 
oats. 


at 
4 


At the techno stage in the forest, which had started to boom 
earlier, two girls were sitting behind the railing to the lakeshore, their 
backs turned to me. I went over and only realised when I got to their 
side that I already knew them from yesterday. Guess who it was? 
Which two were sitting behind the barrier to the lake, crouching in the 
open passageway yesterday? 

-““Hello Jo” I was greeted. 

It was the two from yesterday with the hug, which I would have 
liked to repeat for purposes other than saying goodbye. As usual, 
nothing came of it. The time of careless hugging without meaning had 
passed with yesterday. A flirting teacher might have managed to greet 
them with a hug. With me, however, they remained sitting next to each 
other, impassive. 

-“Nice to see you,” I greeted them. Clingling — the piggy bank is 
filling up with pennies. “Have you worked on something else today?” 

-“Not yet. We'll work later.” 
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There was neither attention nor affection like yesterday. So all 
subsequent attempts were doomed to failure in several ways and were 
superfluous. I should have dug a hole in the ground and climbed in. I 
confided in my notes: ‘The positive momentum from yesterday was 
gone. They remained reserved, quiet or talked amongst themselves.’ 
Hahaha, this writer Jan was quoting himself! 

-“'ve been busy reading outside today and I'm still exhausted 
from the sun and heat.” 

That explains a lot. Flirtation failure at its finest. 

-“We also have a slight sunstroke.” 

-“Come with us to the chill tent. We'll have a cool drink there.” 

-“We're only here on call. We'll be working as soon as they call.” 

-“Then let me know when you're free.” 

-““We want to let ourselves drift, not plan anything.” 

I was beaten at my own game. I usually like to use that line to ask 
them to come along spontaneously, but it never works. 


Before a booth: -“You're wearing a beautiful feather. Almost like 
an Indian.” 

The little feather was actually fading next to her other outfit, but I 
couldn't think of anything better at the moment. Sometimes my 
inspiration is tired or bitchy. If I quarrel with it, my source could 
finally fall silent and hush! Anyone who believes that the mind is the 
master of the human brain is probably mistaken. The mind sits waiting 
and tries to understand what inspiration whispers to it from unconsci- 
ous depths. Sometimes the mind does not understand; often intuition 
is smarter. 

-“Thank you” 

-““Have a good time. What are you, squaw or chief?” 
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No answer is also an answer. 

“Are you going to choose something to eat?” 

-“T work here.” 

-“That's fine. Work and party.” 

-“That's commerce.” 

-“You've probably been to various festivals with your stand.” 

-“Yes, very different ones.” 

-“And how do you like it here?” 

-“Great” 

-““Yesterday I also had a very positive reception. Yet today it's 
fizzling out again. Perhaps I experienced a particularly positive atmo- 
sphere yesterday. It's superficial here. Festivals are a playground. The 
friendliness is not meant seriously.” 

At that moment, a man approached her and greeted her with a 
stormy hug, the likes of which I never receive. It wasn't a nice courte- 
sy, rather a storm of joy. I was no longer noticed. 


In front of the food and drink stalls, a young woman was dancing 
to Latin music blaring from a stand. She had opened her skimpy 
blouse at the front so that her firm breasts were pointing forwards like 
cones, wobbling only slightly as she danced, as would be the case with 
sagging breasts. Nevertheless, her energy was not overly feminine, but 
had something of a masculine hardness. It seemed more like rave or 
techno dancing than Goa or Latin. 


Do 


-“You're on a roll!” I called out to her. 

-“T have ADHD!” she shouted back, dancing exaggeratedly with 
not really feminine muscle swings, whereupon she quickly stopped 
and darted between the booths to the back. I'll take her word for 
ADHD. 


Chill nook: -“You're smiling so beautifully right now.” They 
smiled at me. 

-“Now there are three of us smiling.” 

-““What are you on right now?” 

-“T'm on thoughts, dreams, daydreams and nightdreams. At the 
moment I'm dreaming that two beautiful girls are smiling at me. 
Though that's probably just another sleep-dream.” 

They apparently wanted to hear one of the countless rather harm- 
ful substances that girls here seem to care much more about than flir- 
ting, especially not with the poet and thinker. 


I suggested swapping names. Their friends, both in search of 
ketamine, returned. That was it. The poet has done his duty, the poet 
can go. I know it's a cliché, but I'm not a horse, nor do I want an 
anaesthetic. Why this is taken by some as a psychedelic is beyond me. 
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One chap, who knew my psychedelic book from before, was hap- 
py about new reading material. Because he seemed tolerant, I showed 
him an advanced book. He gave me double the price, convinced of the 
quality, so I gave him a second one. May he like both or at least one of 
them. 


-“You have such a good charisma,” I said to her on the almost 
dark path. She stopped. 

-“You're nice and colourful. Cool jacket.” 

-“Nice to meet you.” 

I turned towards her, putting my legs together like I'd learnt a 
week ago. 

“We should relax in the chill tent and have tea.” 

-“T'm looking for my mate.” 

-““Now I'm your friend.” (Taken from the vanished flirting teacher 
whose group stole his social media profiles.) 

-“T'm going on now. Have a nice one...” Gone. 
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How do readers realise that I've had a bad day? By the fact that 
girls have greeted me with the phrase (rattle-clatter dear phrase piggy 
bank) ‘Have a nice ...’. The more I am wished nice days, evenings, 
whatever blah blah blah, the worse the day. 


A middle-aged woman was sitting under one of the burning nine- 
armed lampstands with another woman who was probably her mother, 
so in a film version of the fairy tale Little Red Riding Hood, she 
would not have been given her role, but that of her grandmother. I 
remarked to the woman of the intermediate generation, who also 
wouldn't have played Little Red Riding Hood: 

-“Nice, the fire warms your back and lights up.” 

In the meantime, I was obviously no longer overheated or 
sunstroked, but was enjoying the warm glow that brushed over my 
kidneys. 

-““Yes, very nice.” 

They tell that men are taciturn and greet ‘Moin’ at our North Sea 
coast, while ‘moin moin’ is already gossip. Malicious tongues, which I 
repeat for information purposes only, state about women: ‘One man, 
one word. One woman, one dictionary.’ However, this only seems to 
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apply to female chatter. With flirting, it's the other way round: I have 
to labour and toil, pouring out what I can from the fullness of the 
poet's horn in order to receive no reply or a meagre reply, which is 
often limited to one word in everyday life. (And if it's ‘thank you’ 
after my compliment.) If women say two or three words to me, it 
comes across as chatty because they are less taciturn than usual. 


This time she added, though: “The atmosphere too” 

-“Did you come yesterday?” 

-2 o'clock yesterday.” 

The thrifty housewife will certainly know how to cook soup even 
in times of need, because she got by with three words in all her sen- 
tences; only once did two such telegrams follow one another. 

-““Yesterday I thought it was good. The people (= women) were in 
the mood to get to know each other, very open-minded. It's superficial 
though, doesn't mean anything. Today, many (again meaning women) 
are already rushing past again, and if their business is partying: 
listening to the famous knob-turner on stage, etc.” 

-“Every day is different.” 

The mother [Little Red Riding Hood's grandmother, if this is ever 
made into a film] -““We'll go up to the moon stage.” 

Sun, moon and stars like at Indian Spirit festival. 
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A woman was sitting alone on the meadow. After a brief chat 
about the festival, which I didn't write down and partly forgot three 
days later, she said: 

-“Here's my brother, there's my mate.” 

-“Your friend?” 

-““My husband is at home, looking after our child. Once a year we 
go out to celebrate.” 

Departure on my part. 


-“Hello Jo” 

It was the two of them who were just descending the stairs to the 
moon stage, which actually looked like a planetary stage, which I was 
climbing in the meantime. 

-“There you are again! Nice to see you.” Clang-clack. The penny 
drops. “What are you up to?” 

-““We're going to the camp to get dressed warmer.” 

-“You're already dressed warmer than during the day.” 

-“Just a little. Not enough for the night.” 

So far, it's been a balmy summer night with meagre results. 

-““Come along to the chill tents. We'll relax there and have a 
drink.” 

Why do I keep trying similar suggestions that never work and 
always fail? My new flirting teacher urgently needs to teach me better 
ways of doing things for all the money he can charge because his 
unofficial industry is flooded with masses of men desperately seeking 
advice. Nothing works without tried and tested techniques, that's how 
difficult it has become. 
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af F WIR HABEN EIN” 
‘ERNSTHAFIES: 


3) Der Dating-Markt Und Beziehungen Sind 
Ruiniert In 2024 


Tim Wolf 
«WE HAVE A SERIOUS PROBLEM 


The dating market and relationships are ruined in 2024» (Tim 
Wolf, Youtube) 


-“Later” One-word consolation, typical for girls and a beacon of 
failure. 

-“When then? Here on the disco floor?” 

The begging beta, aka a poet handicapped by thinking, once 
again refuses to realise that he has long since failed and that her em- 
brace is yesterday's melted snowflake. Thinking is detrimental. Stupid 
fucks well, as we all know. 

-“Yes” One-word consolation, see above. Da capo al fine. The 
musical-verbal endless loop. 

-““How long does it take you to change?” 

-“We don't know.” 

-“Do you have Instagram?’ -““Yes” -““Mine is ... Send me a mes- 
sage when you're where.” 

-“T will.” Two-word despatch. No message, no follow, not seen 
again. 
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Now I strolled to the stalls where people were sitting or walking 
in smaller groups, sometimes alone, with less deafening noise. So it 
was easier to start and hold a conversation here. Elsewhere, I had to 
bellow like a monkey roaring with deer, and was often still too quiet to 
be understood by the girls or even appear masculine enough for them 
to feel any desire for me. Flirting professors painstakingly taught me 
that too. In difficult scientific subjects it flies to me or I bite my way 
through, but when studying courtship with girls I was always at the 
bottom of the class, failing every year and never achieving even the 
lowest grade. 


-“Enjoy your meal,” I said to a dining lady-to-be. 

-“Would you like a bite?” 

-“Thanks, that's nice of you, but I've already brushed my teeth.” 

-“T have to get on to my friends now. Have a nice ...” Chink rattle 
roll. The phrase piggy bank swallows itself up with all the coins 
coming in like a black hole that has overeaten and can't absorb any 
more matter. 
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The coffee pirate was lounging on the seats outside a pub in full 
white captain's regalia, although this time he was here as an employee. 
He had a set of three at work: a middle-aged woman and two girls. 
They were all listening to him, giggling (young) or laughing (middle- 
aged). Presumably he's more skilful. By the time I'd finished writing 
down memory aids, everyone had disappeared. 


7.9.2024 
Women are very different here this morning. 
-“Moin moin.” Look, no answer. 


-“Have you just come from the shower too?” Smile.“ 

-“No, just washing my hands.” I wash my hands in innocence. 
Wrong comment. There are no more innocent girls. 

-“That's a good start too. It's a good way to begin the day. What 
nice earrings have you got there?” -““Green” -“Like the sea” 

-“Or grass.” 

-“Like an elongated drop.” Smile. 

-“Have a nice morning.” Rattazong! The empty phrase box is 
overflowing. Soon its belly bursts. She was gone. 


A woman held her large black umbrella taut above her. 
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-“Well visored is half won,” I paraphrased a German saying smi- 
ling jokingly. “Moin. What does ‘glitter and trauma’ mean on your 
bag?” 

-“That was simply the motto of a private party years ago.” 

-““How's your day going?” 

-“T'm heading for the water.” and walked off. 


-“You look very psychedelic. Is that a swimming costume for a 
psychedelic sea or for dancing?” 

-“Both.” (Count the one-word answers from women. They're not 
exactly talkative towards me). 

-““Aliens would also take you on their psychedelic spaceship.” 

-“Definitely” (Dear readers, please don't forget to count the one- 
word answers). 

-““What is your name?” 
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(A name is just one word.) -“.. 
-“Have a nice day.” (The phrase box sputters, so many pennies 
slip in.) 
Who among my readers has a social streak and will take my 
phrase piggy bank to the vet before it bursts and dies in agony? 


In the big meadow, I tried to be a bit more direct. 

-“Hey, you've got a nice smile!” 

-“Hey” (keep counting!) 

-“That's how it should be.” 

-“Tt's nice here.” (Oh dear, a sermon.) 

-“With your cap, you look like a jockey who's about to win a 
horse race.” 

-“But there's no horse here.” 

-“T am the horse. I'll take off the rucksack and you can ride me 
round the course. You'll definitely win the race.” 

She smiled. I squeezed her hand and stroked it a little. Of course, 
I forgot to mention that we could also practise riding in her tent. 

“What's your name?” 

An exchange of names followed. 
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“Yesterday I spent the whole day running around in a frenzy of 
work. I even forgot to cool myself down with water or eat.” 

She pointed to an installation that sprayed a fine drizzle of water 
on the festival meadow. In the heat of the summer sun, overheated 
people liked to jump to it to cool off a little. I, too, had enjoyed myself 
there after setting down my rucksack with electronics such as my 
camera. 

“That was at the campsite during readings. I'm a writer who reads 
from books I've written myself with beautiful photographs I've taken 
myself.” 

-““Aha” (The counter continues to tick.) 

-“Today I'll be reading in the yellow tent over there at 5 o'clock. 
If the journey is too difficult for you, call me and you can ride me 
there.” 


Farewell with a handshake. 


Smile. -“Oh, now you're beaming. Beautiful!” Increased smile 
from one, half-smile from the other. 

-“Now there are already 1'4 smiles. I'll make it up to two!” 

Now I mentioned my reading at 5 o'clock. “Nice that you're 
here!” (clink-chink-roll) 

-“Nice that you're here.” the retort went back to me. (Bump 
clonk) 

-“Have a nice festival day, whether you come to the reading or 
not.” (It won't be a good day for me because of her absence.) 
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-“Oh, you do something creative: you draw. We have something 
in common — I'm a poet. I'll be reading in the yellow tent over there at 
5 o'clock.” 

-““When is that?” 

-“TIn an hour now. You're smiling beautifully right now. If you 
want to smile as my muse or just for fun, come over.” 

-““Yeah, maybe” 

-““What do you do?” 

-“T juggle with fire.” 

-“Ah, then you were there yesterday when they lit the candle- 
sticks on stilts.” 

-“Yes, we were.” 

-“If you want to combine fire art with poetry, drop by. I'd be 
delighted.” 


Numerous invitations of a similar kind. Guess how many turned 
up? It was one of the most common and most trivial mathematical 
constructs: the empty set. 


-“Oh, you write too. We have something in common.” 
-“T write down impressions.” 
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-“I do that too. Sometimes immediately, so that no detail fades 
like a dream, sometimes at a distance, “so that I can fully immerse 
myself in the flow of events and not be torn away by the concentration 
of writing, which makes me forget the world around me. What are you 
doing? Jewellery?” 

-“T am an artist. This is what I've done so far.” She pointed to 
heavy black chains from her flying stand on a cloth that looked like 
fetish jewellery from the techno scene. (Kitkat and co.) “Now I want 
to change.” 

-““What do you want to do?” 

-“T want to do white things...”, she explained, “but find myself 
first.” 

No comment. Why use the heavy artillery of my mouth on an 
amoeba sized problem? 

-“A good idea,” I confirmed, placing my hand on her thigh. 
“How are you going to do that?” 

-“T'm going to go to France in October, maybe for the grape 
harvest, and spend time with myself.” 

Here I interrupt the transcription of my notes and keywords from 
memory. One woman, if not her then someone else, had replied to my 
question about a husband, family or children that she didn't want 
children, not on principle. I had regretted her and her sterile, self- 
imposed fate, and at the same time doubted the meaning of the con- 
versation, since infertile contortions between man and woman are also 
‘not my thing’, an ultimately sad, unfulfilled aberrat“ion of derailed 
times, which were once not without reason considered disreputable or 
contrary to the dogma of the faithful. At the time, the bad reputation 
seemed oppressive, an obstacle to finding girls; only too late did we 
realise that we were mistaken, that the real obstacle lay in the 
unleashed sexual selection acting upon men, whose oppressive burden 
shot up as if in an explosion, spreading many aberrations. In retro- 
spect, I even concede a meaning to the former Catholic dogma, albeit 
a different one than the Church and conservatives claimed. 

-“Come to my reading from my own books at 5.” 

-T can't leave here, I have to sell.” 

-“Then we'll chill together later and have a drink.” 
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-“T also work as a fire juggler. We'll be there at eight and then 
again at nine.” 

-“Good” 

-“Tn the yellow tent where you read.” 

-““When?” 

-“After the performance at nine, we have a meeting. I can leave 
after that.” 

-“T don't know if I'll be there then. Do you have Instagram? Send 
me a message to let me know when you'll be there. Then I'll be there.” 

I wrote my Insta on a piece of paper because she didn't have her 
mobile phone with her — at least that's what she said. I wonder whether 
that will work. 

“What's your name?” -“We have a song with that name 
from the 1920s.” The asparagus is growing ... “That's a bit frivolous.” 

-“T understand” 

My hand rested on her thigh the whole time. I wouldn't have 
dared in the past. Perhaps it was detrimental; her blanket soon disap- 
peared. I just try with all my vigour to find something that works. I 
don't care what it is, as long as it finally works and girls no longer 
reject me, no longer categorise me as a bore and no longer sort me 
out! 
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-““We'll meet later.” 

-“See you later” (rattle, roll oh penny into the phrase cash box!) 

I hope I don't need to mention that I didn't receive a message, that 
she wasn't there until the chill tent where I was reading closed, and 
that she probably didn't follow me on Instagram either. 


None of the invitees turned up for the reading; only visitors to the 
garden stall listened. In fact, I explained some books and pictures, but 
didn't even get round to reading before the next registered group 
turned up for some board game. It was a first-class flop. Only Gandalf 
strolled past with his energy balls, looked at the mess and carried on. 


-“You've got a nice blouse.” 
The poet has now sunk so low that he slimes for appearances like 
a loser. 
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It's been a long time since the poet Grimmelshausen compared 
the successful seduction (and impregnation) of girls in his magnum 
opus Simplizissimus with the waving of a sweet glue stick, because 
apparently sweet talk was used until the flattered girl took the charmer 
into her chamber. This may have had a seductive effect in the Baroque 
era, during the hardship of the Thirty Years' War in a devastated coun- 
try; today it is regarded as needy beta pining and the greatest ‘mistake’ 
of men, which would be why they no longer fulfil the ever-increasing 
demands of girls. You have to put this into this kind of historical per- 
spective to realise how lost our present day is. It's invisible from the 
inside; today's contemporaries think what they are used to is normal. 


She looked at me with a smile. 

“Now you're smiling beautifully. I'll make you shine.” 

Admittedly, I'm in the process of developing another text module 
and repeating myself. But how else am I supposed to have conversati- 
ons in which I learn what is successful and finally manage to do what 
has been infinitely difficult for me, namely get a girl into bed? I don't 
know how to do that. It's so incredibly difficult when you have a 
dreamy, brooding mind, slender body and have experienced as much 
bad luck and failure as I have. 


An even bigger smile. 

“The wave pattern of your blouse is like a whirlpool in the ocean 
or psychedelic music that pulls us into its wake.” 

-“Tt's also my favourite top.” 

-““What are you up to?” 

-“T was just about to go out with my boyfriend...” Too bad. 


Entrance near the watering tap. She smiled at me. 

-“You have such a happy aura.” 

-“You have a cool moustache.” 

-“Nice that you're here.” (Plink, thud, rattle in the phrasebook. I 
can make some too.) 

She approached for a hug, which I returned, stroking her back. 

“Tt's nice with you. Have you just washed your feet?” 
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-“Yes” (Set ahead counter for 1-word answers!) 

I wanted to do that too, though straight to the fire jugglers, who 
were supposed to have their first performance at eight o'clock, which 
turned out to be a hoax. By then, my feet wouldn't have been dry 
enough to put on socks for the night. Not only do they prevent cold 
feet and even muscle cramps when it's chilly, they also allow you to 
wear shoes, which is important at night. Even during the day, dry 
straws and sharp grass fibres can easily cut the delicate skin of my 
toes, which may not look bad, but promotes blood infections from dirt 
and grime. There are also sharp objects lying around like splintered 
wooden posts, their rough fibres sticking out like skewers at the point 
of breakage, which are used to mark out access routes and tent space 
in the meadow. Collisions cause more and more of these pieces of 
wood to break and become traps in the darkness. I've already seen a 
boy whose whole foot was red with blood. I sent him to the parame- 
dics. I hope they have wound disinfectant. 


Incidentally, my well sun-anointed feet, on which I had applied a 
third coat when they started to burn slightly despite supposedly 50x to 
50+ protection, were covered in a thick dark layer of dirt, as if a 
painter had re-coloured them. That's why I put on black stockings, 
which don't have to fear permanent disfigurement like white ones — 
and lo and behold, the stockings absorbed the mixture of oily sun 
ointment and dry earth dust, so that when I went to bed that night, my 
feet looked as if I had just showered them. 


-“T want to go to the fire jugglers at eight o'clock.” 

Unfortunately, I didn't confidently ask ‘Come with me’ like an 
alpha male, or at least ask ‘Are you coming? 

-““What time is it?” 

I told and showed her the time on my Berlin watch, the move- 
ment of which didn't pay me for surreptitious advertising, so I'll 
refrain from mentioning it. Since I am now categorised as part of the 
ominous ‘structural patriarchy’, even though the real existing feminist 
matriarchy prevents me from ever becoming a father, I ask myself 
why this mysterious bogeyman and scapegoat power in the back- 
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ground of world events has not paid me, since I have been supported 
by nothing and no one all my life, and have only been treated with 
hostility and rejected for my writings. 

-“So late already? I must go on,” she announced her departure. 

-““We'll dance together later. Where are you?” 

-“At the supercontinent Pangaea, the main stage.” 

-“T'm not dancing inside, but outside, sometimes moving here, 
sometimes there. Send me a message on Insta where you are.” 

-“T have Insta.” 

-“My Insta is ...” 

A hug goodbye. — “See you around.” Not. My empty phrase 
piggy bank has a stomach ache. Too many indigestible pennies have 
bloated his belly. I'm seriously worried. 


-“Enjoy your meal.” 

-“Tt's over.” 

-“You're smiling slightly. I hope it's not an embarrassed smile, 
but a happy one. What else are you doing?” 

-“T've been swimming and dance.” 

- ‘I meant, what do you do at home?” 

-“T look after my children.” 

-“Look, soap bubbles! I'll be watching them!” 


-““Are you the poet?” 

-“Yes. Where did we meet?” 

-““At the root festival.” 

-“T've only been there once. Possible, but unlikely.” 

After careful consideration, I've never been there. That can't be 
true. 

-“Evolution last year?” 

-“T skipped that.” 

-““Somewhere else then.” 

They walked away. 


-“Oh, I know you!” 
-““We met earlier.” 
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-“Right, on the way in.” 

-““How was your reading?” 

-““Good but too short. I thought I had an hour and first talked 
about the creation of the books, showed and explained pictures. After 
half an hour, the person running the stand said he was sorry, but the 
next group was there. So I didn't get to read at all.” 

-“That's a shame.” 

-“‘Afterwards I gave readings at the campsite to people who knew 
one of my books, though. They wanted to know more and were 
enthusiastic. All the books that had to go are from my rucksack. I don't 
care about the others.” 

-“That's nice.” 

-“Yes, I'm happy.” 

-“You speak so quietly; I can hardly hear you. Don't take it perso- 
nally.” 

-“T don't do that. It's good to know and change that. I have ear- 
plugs™ in my ears so I can still hear well tomorrow. Thus I don't 
know how loud or quiet my voice sounds compared to the back- 
ground.” 

Dear ear protection manufacturer: As I have just made the unfor- 
givable mistake of using brand names in a non-commercial book, I 
would ask for a small donation for the unintentional camouflaged ad- 
vertising. Money and blonde curly-haired girls' hearts are accepted. 

-“Tt's good to know,” she affirmed in my words. The female 
reposte has a performance. 

-“Yes, to regulate. My voice is often too shy and quiet. I spoke so 
loudly at a reading earlier that someone told me to keep my voice 
down. In a tent group of friends, a woman said that you couldn't tell 
from my thin figure what a strong voice I have when I perform, but 
apparently I still have to practise the right measure for each occasion.” 

With girls, I often speak too shyly and quietly to attract them se- 
xually. 

-“Don't hold it against me, but I'd like to have a chat with them. It 
was interesting, and it's good that you're doing it.” She sat down away 
from me with the group. 
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-“You smile into the night. The night smiles back.” 

-“T know you. You came from some galaxy.” 

-“That could be.” 

-“Which galaxy are you from today?” 

-““From one of the letters. I was just taking notes.” 

Two men entered, obviously their friends. 

-“Sturdy beard,” one of them praised. 

-“Thanks, but I think what I have got in my brain is more impor- 
tant.” I pointed to my skull. 

-“All clear?” asked the second. 

-“Who believes that all is clear didn't think hard enough,” I told 
my old comeback. They looked puzzled. 

-“He who thinks sharply enough recognises the limits of his 
knowledge. Socrates was a wise man and said: ‘I know that I do not 
know’.” Departure of the group. 


On the path between the ribbon check and the festival site, I 
watched passers-by (especially girls) to familiarise myself with the 
situation, to better understand people's mood and way of speaking, and 
to find suitable representatives of the opposite sex to approach. 

-“This is not a sleeping tent!” a lout shouted loudly to me, wal- 
king in his group. 


The coffee pirate, who used to deliver coffee and cocoa with his 
motorised little cart at previous festivals, used to greet in a friendly 
manner and chat briefly with me, was in a strange mood towards me 
here. He had already become mean on the first day. As I crossed the 
forest path, where a swaying roundabout of light confuses those 
walking at night, I was thinking about what experiences and ideas I 
should write down right away. I probably didn't see or recognise him 
as he was standing in a group of other people at the side of the path. 
Suddenly he shouted after me in a loud and harsh voice: -“Can't you 
see/hear?! What's your problem?!” Not a greeting as usual, but imme- 
diately turned nasty. What's going on? Such meanness is rare here. 
He's here as a helper, no longer a coffee pirate. 
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Yesterday he had been chatting and joking with a woman and two 
girls in a three set. Today he was sitting alone on a wooden bench in 
front of the food and drink stalls in the evening, staring, not exactly 
friendly. 

-“You're not even wearing your white captain's hat today.” 

He seemed transformed in other ways too. 

-“Yes,” he grumbled more harshly than necessary in a cold, 
equally unfriendly voice as yesterday. 

-“You seem to be wearing a psychedelic shirt for that.” 

-“Yes,” he said in the same tone of voice and fell silent again. 
Later, I saw him with the lady from yesterday who was part of the 
group of three. He had obviously laid her. Someone like that gets 
humped but not me! The world is unfair. 

-“Ha, there you are again!” I called out to a girl whose face 
looked familiar and whom I had obviously spoken to before. 

-“T'd like to know why you said earlier that I have a good aura. I 
have an anxiety disorder, I'm actually rather anxious around people.” 

-“Your smile was relaxed, not so much at the moment. What kind 
of fears do you have?” 

-“T have difficulties trusting strangers, getting involved with 
them. Or, conversely, I'm too naive and trusting and then easily taken 
advantage of.” 

-““Many people are naive in one way or another. The whole scene 
is naive: it believes that if everyone is just in a good mood and has 
good energy, everything will magically fall into place. That doesn't 
work though, least of all between both sexes. I can understand what 
you're saying. However, not as a disorder, but as a change and reversal 
of feelings due to the situation and circumstances.’ 

Then I told her how, as a slight boy who was cognitively broo- 
ding and a bookworm from an early age, I wasn't even accepted by the 
boys at primary school, but teased instead. I was weaker, unskilled and 
clumsy at sport, but intellectually everything came naturally and 
quickly to me. I was overlooked and teased even more by girls. This 
led me to be afraid of being giggled at again by those I desired. So I 
interpreted a giggle, as they do all the time in that age, as laughing at 
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me, which it often wasn't at first. Yet out of the shock of possibly 
being laughed at again by girls I wanted to win over, I behaved all the 
more awkwardly, so that their next giggle was really directed at me 
and was mocking, even if this might not have been the case the first 
time. This resulted in a rapid downward spiral of male losers. 

“Let's go to a chill-out tent. We can chat more comfortably 
there,” I suggested. 

-“Where is one? Over there?” 

-“Over there, the yellow one. I had a reading there earlier. 
Because I'm a writer.” 

We went there and sat down. I explained how both individuals 
and both sexes are falling apart and starting to disturb each other, in- 
stead of their difference being seen as beneficial, helpful and desirab- 
le, because the cultural connections, especially through complemen- 
tarity and division of roles, have been broken. She displayed the usual 
propaganda education. 

-“Women used to be discriminated against,” she claimed. 

-“Today, contemporaries are taught crass ideology from early 
childhood, kindergarten, school and at universities. The humanities 
have been overrun since 1968. In fact, women have always been fa- 
voured. Martin van Creveld proved this for all cultures for which re- 
cords exist. There are evolutionary reasons for this: humanity once 
only just survived and almost died out. It was vital to favour infants 
and children so that they would grow up healthy and vigorous, and 
beget and raise healthy children themselves. This innate preference 
was instinctively extended to pregnant women, mothers and women in 
general. We are usually not even aware of this. When the Enlighten- 
ment philosophers wanted to reorganise the world according to logical 
principles, which included equality, they fell for this innately skewed 
perception, which is why men were already perceived negatively at 
the time, while women were set against them as figures of light. See 
Christoph Kucklick, ‘The Immoral Sex’. 

When an infant whines, we don't ask whether its complaint is 
justified, we help it. The same applies to women.” 
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-“TIf an infant whines seemingly without reason, it may be 
because no one is visible in the room. He then feels left alone, even 
though that's not true.” 

-“That's not the point. The problem is that the same instincts 
operate in respect of women, so similarly scrutiny is missing whether 
their complaints are justified. Feminism has taken full advantage of 
that.’ 

-“T'm not a feminist in that sense. I know that often leads to 
hatred of men. But I want women to have their rights.” 

-“That's also a propaganda idea. Women have always been 
favoured in law. It was only because of natural living conditions and 
culture that they needed and wanted different rights. Before the En- 
lightenment, there was a philosophy of natural law. If we leave out 
hierarchical differences such as those between nobles and commoners, 
which are not good and cannot be justified, this was an idea that at 
least partially corresponded to human nature. A fisherman needs diffe- 
rent conditions than a citizen poring over books. In the social sphere, 
the ideas of the Enlightenment philosophers may still work, but when 
it came to the sexes, they were thoroughly misguided by instinctive 
misperceptions. Male losers of the female selection are instinctively 
unfairly despised, excluded from empathy. Already then, misandry 
was anchored in the thinking of society and so-called science. (Chri- 
stoph Kucklick, The Immoral Sex) 


As early as 1888, Bax complained that for the same offence (such 
as an immoral relationship) the girl went unpunished, but the boy was 
caned or imprisoned. Inequality before the law was at the expense of 
the man who had to shoulder female privilege, not the woman.” 


-“Basic female rights like the vote are important to me.” 

-“That is also feminist thinking and wrong. Most men didn't have 
the right to vote themselves. Yet they could be sent to war to die with- 
out having any influence on their deployment. That is why they de- 
manded the right to vote. It took centuries for most of them to get it. 
Women got it much faster. Then, during the First World War, feminists 
pinned white feathers on men who were not drafted as a sign of 
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cowardice and shame in order to drive them into military service. 
Many then died in the trenches, while the women sat cosily at home, 
not drafted. Yet even more blatant was that the same suffragettes who 
demanded political suffrage for women, but not compulsory military 
service, demanded sexual suffrage, which had just been discovered by 
Charles Darwin, as a female birthright that was denied to men. Even 
Elizabeth Cady Stanton, a leading feminist, celebrated in 1900 that 
men would no longer find a wive because of female sexual selection. 
She called this ‘claiming deficient specimens’. Meike Stoverock de- 
scribed 2021 that because of female choice in future 80% of men 
would no longer be able to find a woman, which she welcomed. How 
cruel is that? It is not extremism, but standard feminism, unanimously 
acclaimed by the press. Not a single critical article appeared to criti- 
cise her demand. Incidentally, it is also illogical: not a trace of sexual 
choice for men, only for women. Books that support male losers aren't 
even published — woke censorship.” 


-“Women used to have other roles that prevented them ...” 

-“This is the most fundamental error of all. Language would not 
exist without (mostly binary) differences, only a stepless continuum of 
possible sounds. It is an innate human ability to automatically learn 
and memorise phonemes, syllables and words — carriers of meaning — 
as well as grammar as a small child without having to understand it 
mentally or consciously learn rules. This happens automatically and 
serves mental communication. Other animal species may be quite in- 
telligent and learn a little sign language as adults, or perhaps have sign 
languages themselves. Yet this language ability seems to be specific to 
our species and one reason why it has prevailed. 


The same applies to sexual complementarity or the division of la- 
bour between the sexes. This is just as universal and ancient as langu- 
age. Classical ethnology and sociology, before they became ideologi- 
cal subjects, such as those of Emile Durkheim and Marcel Mauss, 
have clearly demonstrated this.’ 

-“Oh, Durkheim. I know him, but not Mauss.” 
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-“Mauss was a student of Durkheim's and famous in his own 
right. In any case, Durkheim and others clearly established that altru- 
istic feelings arise through cultural complementarity or division of 
labour of both sexes. Later, ideological ethnology and sociology have 
suppressed, hidden or distorted this. But I am convinced that the clas- 
sics were right. As a male loser today, in a society without a sexual di- 
vision of labour and complementarity, one experiences precisely the 
total lack of empathy and the inability to empathise with incels and 
male losers that logically follows from the statements of the classical 
ethnologists for such a cultureless society.” 


-“Tt is important to me that I am allowed to do what I want. 
Women weren't allowed to in the past...” 

-“That's another feminist propaganda cliché. In fact, sex differen- 
tiation is as natural and needed to the human species as language and 
phoneme differentiation. It may differ in other species, but language 
and the sexual division of labour are just as deeply rooted and impor- 
tant in our species. This has nothing to do with male power and inter- 
ests. On the contrary. According to studies, women exclude men from 
female groups more than men exclude women from male groups. This 
pressure in the formation of sex groups comes more strongly from 
women and therefore has nothing to do with supposed male power or 
male interests. The best work on the subject was written by a Jtirgen 
Jensen and is now only traded at a high price as a curiosity. He 
described a tribal culture in 1967, but noted that back then, in 1967, 
ethnological seminars all over the world must still have been full of 
old field studies and records, all of which proved the universal signifi- 
cance of such a division of labour, which today is denied by feminist 
forces for ideological reasons. Hopefully these old records have not 
been lost or ‘disposed of’. Unfortunately, it seems that no-one apart 
from this Jiirgen Jensen has investigated this extremely important and 
central question, which is why only one tribe has been thoroughly re- 
searched in this respect instead of all the tribes of the world. 


At any rate, it was also the case with this tribe that a change in 
the division of labour was triggered by women, not by men. In ancient 
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times, women of hunter-gatherer cultures were mostly gatherers, men 
hunters. Feminists today want to blur this as well. Yet it was clear. 
From Sumer and Babylon to the Greeks and Romans, the deities of 
agriculture were once female. Before the Neolithic revolution, this 
was a central area of female activity. In the African tribe studied, 
women cultivated crops for the family. When Europeans then intro- 
duced imported crops, which were sold for money instead of being 
eaten at home, everyone thought that the women would take over, as 
they had previously grown the crops. Instead, the women said no, we 
don't do that, we have enough to do, you do it. In this way, the 
cultivation of export crops became the task of the men, who were 
given work in this area for the first time amongst this tribe. 


In other respects too, the pressure to adapt came mainly from 
women. For example, a man who cooked would never have found a 
wife in this tribe because the women would have rejected him. Here 
too, women sanctioned compliance with the division of labour by men 
more than vice versa. The feminist interpretations are wrong on all 
counts; the opposite is true in each case.” 


I then explained that in order to reconnect the alienated sexes and 
individuals, where hostility is increasing, it is necessary to solve the 
massive problems created by the breakdown of the cultural division of 
labour, including hostility and loss of empathy, to establish a new 
culture based on the unifying forms and rites of tribal cultures in 
which the human species lived throughout its existence until a few 
generations ago. It was with their extinction that the problems began. I 
described this in my book “Film in Words”. 


This brought us to my books. I presented several books and 
started reading. I started with “Heading for Crete” because I still had 
it. She was amused. Then followed Life as a Journey. I actually 
wanted to read to her from “The Incel Manifesto”, yet she had said she 
had time for one more, not two. Then she wanted to go and find her 
tent group. They weren't her friends, because she said she had come 
here alone. We also chatted briefly about her city of Munich. I had 
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learnt from old books that Munich was considered elegant and more 
easy-going, whereas the Prussians in the north were seen as stiffer, 
while having started and built up industrialisation earlier with a lot of 
hard work. Until the last war, Bavaria was still rural in many areas. 
Since then, this has virtually reversed. Bavaria has developed rapidly. 
A professor of mathematical theoretical physics came from the Uni- 
versity of Munich, so I could see how good they were. At the same 
time, a lot of the industry in the north was being culled or dismantled 
— it tended to develop backwards. 


After she had gone to the toilet and returned, there was a second 
short reading before she set off as announced. I wasn't particularly 
happy about this because I had spent an hour and a half on a very 
factual conversation without getting any further with a girl. The pirate 
certainly didn't achieve anything intellectual, but he did spend the 
night with the woman. That's how unfairly the world of women judges 
our respective achievements. 

-“T'd like to chill with you later,” I said, “or are you afraid of me 
because I'm a stranger?” 

-“Not that,” she replied. “You're something very special, an 
original. Now I want to find the people I know from the campsite.” 

-“Let's arrange a meeting point.” 

-“When we see each other.” (Squeak, the phrase penny piggy 
bank is about to burst.) 

-“All the girls say that and it never works out.” 

She was gone. Time wasted. I would have spent it better talking 
to girls who don't have an anxiety disorder and aren't looking for intel- 
lectual conversations, instead for encounters with men. 


In addition, the operator of the stand and co-organiser of the 
hemp fair, who wanted to invite me for a reading, was probably liste- 
ning in. After experiencing me in a highly politically incorrect debate, 
he would refrain from doing so. It's like always: as long as it fits into 
their world view, they are enthusiastic about my books and lectures, 
but as soon as they realise that I am not ‘politically correct’ by their 
standards, they drop me like a fiery blazing chestnut in their hand. 
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Unfortunately, it was now too late at night to have any chance of 
finding one or more girls in the final moments of Saturday. Why be 
modest? I mean, if I had the choice, I wouldn't insist on one, could 
even settle for two or three cute girls if necessary. Hey girls, wave 
beck beckon, what do you think about that as a woman? 


So, wandering across the festival meadow, I came across one of 
the three fire candlesticks, which today have nine arms, unlike in 
ancient times when, to my limited knowledge, seven-armed models 
were seen. Seven is a prime number which I prefer. I would arrange 
three squares differently, but I am actually my own lore anyway and 
favour eleven arms: they would then be prime again, representable in 
the tens system by a single numeral 1, which is admittedly used twice. 
Question: Is there a longer sequence of the digit 1 in the tens system 
that is also prime? Or how could it be proven that there is no sequence 
of ones longer than 11 that is prime? I studied maths a long time ago 
and I can't think of any idea for a proof right now. ( Lame excuse, 
wink) 
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One of the candlesticks stood in the lake, two on land. So there 
were a total of three lights to the power of three, as everyone was 
carrying nine of them. Nevertheless, no light dawned on me, as I 
couldn't see how I could get a girl into my tent and my sleeping bag, 
or me into hers for that matter. My faith would neither deal with prohi- 
bitions nor commandments, but would take the adage ‘Be fruitful and 
multiply’ seriously. How the heck am I going to multiply fruitfully if 
the girls are shagging some fashionable dazzlers but don't want to 
know anything about me sexually? That can't work! I'll abandon all 
faith and look for something else. 


Two young girls were enthralled by a spider monkey hanging 
from the arm of one of the chandeliers. By ‘young’ I mean they were 
of legal age, allowed to go to a festival for adults unaccompanied and 
drop forbidden substances until they get sick. At least nothing hap- 
pened morally, because unfortunately they didn't cuddle with me. 
What a pity. I would have preferred it if they had both been well, with- 
out a strange mixture of drugs in their blood, and had happily enjoyed 
fruitful pleasures with me. Somehow, the morals enforcer gets it all 
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wrong with us. It prevents what we live for, but enables what often 
harms us. Right now I'd better hold my tongue. 


The girls still showed a certain natural openness of youthful 
freshness, which quickly ceases as soon as they realise how desirable 
they are on the ‘dating’ market. Then they become picky in a flash and 
keep the multitude of suitors at bay until their fertile phase of life 
comes to an end, whereupon many are horrified to realise that they are 
suddenly no longer desired as lovers and mothers of future children 
together. Some then realise that they have ridden the willy-nilly cock 
carousel for too long. They no longer become a mother in honour. As 
always, men are to blame for this, especially the many whom women 
never wanted to fuck, who were appalled rejected as incels and male 
losers. Now it's payback time, as in a fairy tale, because those lifelong 
rejected male losers have no desire for infertile contortions with vete- 
rans of the cock carousel, who can no longer ride the carousel due to a 
lack of fertility, will no longer be able to bear children for good men. 
Back then, when they needed you, you rejected good men as ‘needy’. 
Now nobody needs you any more. You have chosen, only badly. 
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The two girls were in the stage of life where they were exploring 
with astonished eyes the possibility of that carousel that would spoil 
them, though it had not yet completely spoilt them as it would take 
time to do so. Both were entranced by a stuffed monkey hanging from 
one of the metal arms of the chandelier. One girl had jumped up and 
was bubbling over with enthusiasm. 

; thee & -“Look at that monkey there! That's cool!” 

> q One of them sat down, the one who had 

jumped up pulled out her screen, the social net- 

work that replaces reality with digital identities, 

} the bzzz-brrriiing-tururururu, I intended to write 

telephone, or Handy in german Genglish. I went 
Fees to the two of them: 

, ; -“Hey, you've got a lovely spider-@-mon- 

: key!” 

-“Tt's really cute, isn't it?” 

Click click. 

-“Funny, it hangs on like a sloth.” 

-“Yeah, it looks cool. Look at the stick or what's on top of his 
head! It looks like a joint,” she said, vibrating with excitement. Click 
again. Unfortunately, I was so enthralled by the girl's liveliness and 
grace that it didn't occur to me to pull out my camera and take a 
picture myself. Girls don't show this kind of natural behaviour towards 
me. The monkey triggers a surge of joy, emotion and sympathy that I 
never experience because it doesn't apply to me. I'm jealous of the 
monkey! It inspires the girls. They're not so enamoured of me. 

-“Nice to meet you here,” I tried. I was so happy I couldn't think 
of anything new. (Clink clink, the next penny rolls into the phrase 
piggy bank). 

-“T wish you were a poet, then you could versify it.” That slipped 
out spontaneously, no lie! 

-“Tam a poet.” 

-“No, you're joking.” 

-“Yes, really.” 

-“Then make an impromptu poem.” 

-“Calmly I cling to the light, 
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to be a cute girl's sight!” 

Unfortunately, I didn't write down my second impromptu rhyme. 
The sweet, naturally effervescent grace of the girl made me and my 
memory weak. 

“Here I hang and look at you 

hoping that a spark comes through.” 

After the spontaneous poem, I pulled my books out of my back- 
sack. They were amazed. 

-“You've written a book!” she exclaimed in amazement. 

-“One? I've written many.” 

I spread out the unsold ones like a fan. Actually, there were only 
a few different books left, yet for the unspoilt girls they counted as 
many. Excitedly, she scurried over to her seated friend: -“I said I 
wanted him to be a poet, and he really is a poet!” 

She looked at pictures of my books in the light of the candelabras 
and I began to read — from the Crete book. It's not my most profound 
or my best, but it was good enough for them. They listened spell- 
bound. This time they weren't just fascinated by the monkey, even 
better: by my reading. A guard walked past and nudged it off the metal 
strut. 

-“Nothing should be hanging here!” said the security guard. 

-“Oh, they've taken the monkey!” the girl complained. Why don't 
they complain about me, the unlucky one, the man rejected by girls 
instead of a stuffed animal, a teddy monkey that dangled like a sloth? 

“You write funny,” she said, “humorous.” 

-“T have an even funnier book, ‘Not again! Not another book!’. 
Unfortunately, I've already sold it and don't have a script. I don't know 
it from memory, but I'll try to give you an idea.” 

Then I began to recite what I remembered from my introduction: 
“Oh, how comfortable life could be if it weren't for this highly an- 
noying writer Jo ... A moment ago it was a beautiful sunny summer's 
day — dear editor, this cliché is so old-fashioned and hackneyed that 
it's postmodern again! Then a manuscript by the ostracised author hits 
the counter and there's no more cosy tea sipping in the sun ... Now the 
bulky pile of paper is lying there, begging to be read. ... How com for- 
table life used to be when, instead of robots and artificial intelligence, 
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it was the good little men, the Heinzelmannchen who worked diligent- 
ly until a curious lady chased them away with scattered peas! They 
would even have read this piece of bumph you're holding in your 
hands now. Really now. Read a book by Jo? Then find a paper bag, 
dispose of the unopened book in it and throw it away in a wide arc, 
curious to see if it ends up in the rubbish bin or in the outbox for 
rejected writings? Unfortunately, this guy is still around and writing. 

. Well, here we are, at the end of the first page of a new book. It 
doesn't help; the guy is keeping us in suspense and still hasn't revealed 
what the hell this book is about.” 

The girl looked at me with wide eyes: 

-““You have a sense of humour, you can make fun of yourself.” 

The humour clicked. 

-“That's the introduction. The book gets down to the nitty-gritty 
later.” 

She thought about it for a while, then said: 

-“That makes sense. You're making fun of the situation.” 

-“Yes, exactly. I'm making fun of the fob-off-stuff in publishing 
houses and literary agencies who reject anything novel and unwoke.” 

The two of them cuddled. It seemed a bit wrong. That's how they 
should smooch with me, at least a man. Her friend complained that 
she wasn't feeling well. She had first taken MDMA and then Downer. 

-“T want to go on, preferably to the tent,” she said with a whining 
undertone. 

-“T want to get acquainted with you. Let's chill together 
somewhere.” I awkwardly tried to save the day. Such a sweet, natural 
girl who was so open-minded towards me, who seemed to understand 
my introductions, and then her friend ruined everything for me by 
stupidly throwing mixed drugs in that she couldn't stomach! Or was 
she even jealous, worried about losing her friend to me? The one with 
the drug problem was really pretty and fair-haired, but unfortunately 
not as open-minded and nice to me as the other one. I was so confused 
that I didn't even get her Insta or anything like that. 

-““Another time, when we see each other.” (Bang! My phrase 
piggy bank burst. That phrase was too much and blew it). 

-“All the girls say that and it never works.” 
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-“She's not doing well. It was really interesting, otherwise I'd 
love it,” replied the girl who had just been so impressed. 
I haven't been well for 50 years because of this constant rejection. 


“It's not against you”, said her very light-haired friend, “I just 
feel sick and want to leave.” 

Leaving as always and ever. Girls generally never think about the 
consequences of their ditching white, heterosexual losers. 

She was so nice, but much younger than me — should I have told 
her that I thought she was cute and attractive? I had clearly said that I 
wanted to get to know her, but it didn't help. 

Even when they were very impressed in super nice conversation, 
girls don't want to fuck me or have me as a boyfriend; instead they get 
intimate with guys who do and feel a lot less. 

Society doesn't give a f*ck how us male losers are doing. Hope- 
fully the next flirting teacher can find out, for some further thousands 
of euros, how I can manage not to be kept at a distance by girls and 
fail again and again, despite being given a steep template (‘I wish he 
was a poet — and then he really is a poet!’). I've already had a few 
flirting teachers, but none of them has helped me so far. 
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The festival was over for me. Like a new moon shadow of my- 
self, I stumbled across the festival site, freed of all hope, in case there 
was still a chance of a lucky break scattered somewhere along the 
way. A luminous angel was working in front of the main stage. 

-“You glitter and shine in the night. Can I take a picture, could 
you just hold still so it doesn't blur in the dark?” 

-““Mobile phone or camera? Oh, camera, I'll do my best.” 

She said that the music had just been switched off for a minute's 
silence. One of them had gone swimming at night despite the ban on 
swimming. “He was also drunk or on drugs. How stupid can someone 
be? That's why the fire brigade came with flashing blue lights and a 
bollard fire. That's why everything is cordoned off up ahead.” 

-“T hope they find him unharmed.” 

-“After an hour of searching? That's unlikely.” 

I remembered how a punk girl had complained that bathing was 
forbidden. 

-“They told it was because they don't have lifeguards.” 

She said she wanted to go swimming now in the heat, but that 
was during the day in the strong sunshine. It's very stupid at night, 
especially under the influence. 
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Dulled by failure, I staggered across the meadow. This time there 
was a group sitting behind the candelabra, two girls and a man, a 
hippie2.0 of advanced age. Congratulations. He's travelling with two 
girls. Then the Hippie2.0 fashion was worth it for the lucky winner! 
One of the girls smiled in my direction. I now respond to this reliably, 
no matter how tired and exhausted I am. I walked over to her. 

-“You smiled over... Oh, you're the ones from the campervan!” 

It was only while I was talking to her that I realised they were the 
three I had invited to the reading in their camper van earlier. 

-““Where are you from? The Netherlands?” 

-“Tsrael” 

At the time, only the two girls had been visible. They were sitting 
on the inside of the outer wall, an elongated hatch open, from which 
they were looking out. Then the older neo-hippie appeared, which 
reminded me of a flat-sharing community in San José, California, 
where things were similar for both the men and the girls. 
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-“The audience is probably predominantly German-speaking and 
so is my reading, although I also have English versions of books with 
me. If there's a need, I'll also read in English.” 

-“TIf you see us, you'll read in English,” said one of the girls. 

Well, that didn't happen and now they were sitting here. The girl 
said she was travelling and visiting her sister in Hamburg. 

-“Next weekend, the last festival of the season is Camakavum.” 

-““Where is that?” 

-“Tt's around here too, not far away. Are you coming too?” 

-“Tt's probably the last / only festival for us this year.” (On 
Tuesday, three days later, I don't remember if it's the only one or the 
last one). 

The conversation fell asleep. 
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8.9.2024 


On the inward journey, a ‘shuttle taxi’ driver had said: -“Two 
seats left.” I was the first in the waiting row, but he turned me down 
and let the two behind me get in. “It's full,” he then said. Of course, if 
he favours others behind me, it's full. What's going on there? 


On the way back, his enrolled ‘shuttle taxi’ was empty when a 
girl with no luggage was quicker and overtook me with my two heavy 
backpacks and lunch bag. 

-“We want to go, but not for another quarter of an hour. Is that 
possible?” she asked 

-“OK,” replied the driver. 

She sped back. A moment later, I was standing in front of the 
taxi. 

-“T'd like join in, ride along.” 

-“T don't know how many there are,” the driver replied, “If there 
are only three or four, you can get in.” He left the doors closed. So I 
put my heavy loads down in front of the driver's side door where I was 
standing, along with the large food bag. I was annoyed that the driver 
didn't let me in and kept the doors closed. 

-“T thought this was a shared taxi: people get in as they come.” 

-“She was there first.” 
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That wasn't okay with the girl either. Consideration is a one-way 
street: men have to be considerate of women, but a heavily laden man 
of mature age is overtaken by a girl with no luggage. After fifteen mi- 
nutes, the girl and her boyfriend appeared. 

-“How many of you are there?” asked the driver. 

-““Two,” the two replied. I can't remember exactly whether he or 
she said that. 

-“There are only three of us,” I said to the two of them, “If more 
people get in, it will be cheaper for everyone.” 

-“Tt's not expensive as it is,” she replied. The two of them heaved 
their small and light luggage into the back of the folding door and got 
on. It went very quickly because it was so little. In the meantime, I 
hadn't quite finished picking up two heavy rucksacks one after the 
other, first the one with the camera on my stomach, then the travelling 
backpack on my back and finally the food bag. As I was about to go 
from the side door to the back to load up, the driver started to drive 
off. What's broken here? This is the second time he's played such 
games with me. I opened the driver's door in front of me. 

-“T want to travel with you.” Without a word, he quickly closed 
the door again and drove off with a racing start. Arsehole behaviour. 
He's as drastically dismissive as women: First he said that if there was 
still a seat available, I could join in, then he deliberately left me stan- 
ding there. Recognition and girls for idiots, neither for me. 


The eternal loser loses again every day for life, at all levels. 
Every illusion shatters for the incel. Girls always withdraw with the 
same excuses. In cities with millions of inhabitants and at major 
festivals, these excuses include: -‘Maybe if we happen to meet again.’ 
It will never happen: Should the lottery-winning encounter materia- 
lise, then the next evasion comes into effect, I am overlooked, ignored 
or greeted away, i.e. sent away with a friendly greeting. There is al- 
ways something. The incel gets no chance and no understanding, can 
never learn to get on the winning side. Girls who always react in the 
same hollow way have no idea what they are doing. 
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No Karma Kabumm at the Camakavum 


No good karma made kaboom at the Camakavum. It would be 


just too much if a male loser or incel imagined that he would ever 
make it to the side of the few winners! That's out of the question! No 
way! 


On the Thursday after the temperature plunge (12th September 
2024), a notorious incel and loser who has been writing books about it 
for decades without arousing the interest of publishers, media, readers 
and certainly not readers and girls, sat down on a train of the chroni- 
cally delayed or completely broken down railway of a degraded 
country. Who was the culprit? Me! The author. 


“& grhe Ak TA 1 bi Fe he 
F E> T bv . an cs 


CELEBRATING 25 YEARS ~& 
OF pce RECORDS 


CELEBRATE WITH US THE 25TH ANNIVERSARY OF PARUAT! RECORDS AT OUR 
FIRST-EVER EUROPEAN GATHERING ON JUNE 20°22. 2025. ENJOY PIONEERING 


™ 
ARJUNA 7 DERANGO FT. ‘GHOSTSCENT / / ECTOGASMICS 
GIUSEPPE / ILSE’/ JAHBO / MANJY’/'MUSSY MOODY | 
NOBOT / PETRAN / PROCS / SUTEMI / TENGRI 
THIRD EYE OF MONKEY / ULWUAE / WEIRDOS 
MORE 10 BE ANNOUNCED SOON” 


Oh my god. Here another book of that disreputable literary form 
called ‘documentary realism’ is being penned by that most rejected 
and most hated of hacks called Jan aka John aka Pipapo — who knows 
what other names the bloke has given himself? You have to be careful 
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these days. Anyone could be that infamous Deichmohle behind a 
facade of innocence. Maybe you are Deichmohle and just don't know 
it yet? Anything is possible! Tomorrow the state security will be at 
your bedroom door and wake you up: 

-““We've heard that you could be the writer Deichmohle, who 
blasphemes the state religion of feminism, even ridicules it by his very 
existence! Please follow inconspicuously. You have been Faeser-ed. 
They have banned a club in which you once passed through. There- 
fore, you are now officially outlawed.” 


Be aware that it is risky to read an outpouring of that highly dis- 
agreeable, i.e. suspicious subject called Deichmohle. Since he does 
not write views officially determined by the fact-fixer, his works are 
constantly on the hit list. How embarrassing it would be for you if it 
turned out that you had read an incriminated book?! At the very least, 
that's good for dismissal, boycott and promptly being placed into the 
Nazi corner. My advice: read what you want while you're here, but 
never admit to ever having read a work by this non-woke author in 
your life under political consciousness check interrogation. Just good 
advice so you don't damage your career. Because you can only make a 
career here if you think according to the guidelines of the cultural 
revolution that has been going on since 1968. Keep that in mind! 


Well, I sat down in a train with two heavy rucksacks and a large 
bag of food. The girl in the seat compartment promptly got up and left. 
Why? Well, a male loser with a Dali beard may be dressed in a tailor- 
made outfit and freshly showered, but the guild of fashion-controlling 
girls is likely to move away quickly when a Deichmohle ‘does his 
own thing’, as hippies once recommended and is now part of good 
cultural-revolutionary behaviour. It goes without saying that this ‘own 
thing’ must conform to the canon of state-revolutionary fashions. 
Since 1968, every leftist and feminist has wanted to be a non-confor- 
mist, which they show by wearing the non-conformist uniform, as 
Reinhard Mey mocked back in 1973 in his song ‘Anabelle’. But let's 
not dwell on that: you're not allowed to mock like this nowadays. 
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Ludwigslust has a railway station. At least that's the official story. 
In reality, the city has a permanent construction site, which is, of 
course, surpassed by Berlin, because Berlin does not have permanent 
construction sites, but is one — the whole city. Though that's not even 
its main problem, because broken people weigh more than broken 
buildings. Well, not on the scales, but figuratively in life. 


-“You're probably going to Camakavum too,” I said to a couple. 
He was Flemish Belgian, his girlfriend Turkish, who had either dyed 
her hair reddish brown or came from the mix of peoples of the pre- 
Turkish period, when a Celtic tribe, Hittites and other ancient peoples 
settled there. 


Otherwise, there were more older men who looked like they had 
just tumbled out of a Berlin techno club that morning than women, 
and even fewer girls, and these rare specimens were always surroun- 
ded by a numerous bodyguard of male friends. 


On the way, we had already waited for a rail replacement bus, 
which took us along an intermediate section of the dilapidated railway 
line, and had boarded another part of the train, where the most we 
could manage was a clichéd attempt at conversation. Basic pattern: 
compliment, thank you, attempt to make an observation of the lady 
funny (teasing) to make it interesting, polite phrase on her part 
followed by the end of the conversation. Let us remember the departed 
with tears in our eyes. Requiescat in pace. Another failed flirtation is 
no longer with us, has fallen asleep, has found its final resting place. 
Sigh. 


Then the party animals, who still wanted to camp out and bounce 
to music on the third Sunday of September, waited for the Pendelbus, 
which is called a shuttle here in the usual Genglish. Though that 
wasn't the biggest nuisance, apart from the sadness caused by 
deceased flirting attempts, instead the puffing of the most widespread 
addictive substance in the world from all directions: nicotine. People 
smoked or vaporised nicotine everywhere. So it didn't matter which 
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way the wind blew, it always blew nicotine up my nose, so that I was 
forcibly inhaled with addictive poison. Effeminate metrosexuals don't 
care: they think they are enjoying their addiction and don't consider 
whether it is torturing others. Physically, this is the main annoyance at 
festivals — for our soul, it's the rejection of the incel, but today's 
society is incapable of realising this, they are deaf-mute-blind- 
touchless and disoriented in this respect. Have I forgotten another 
sense? 


Nothing dawns on them, but the night dawns on us. 


es 
eg pains 

Lay 
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The time to 
@ pick us up arrived, 
but the bus didn't. I 
said to a girl with a 
iphone, the social 
hub of _ today's 
young lives: ‘Send a 
message to the bus 
driver, tell him to 
pick us up.’ I could 
m have spoken to the 
=~ station wall. 


People — who 
= don't want to flee 
are being reeked 
fume at. Once the 
smokers' cigarettes 
were finished, I 
ventured back into 
society. Unfortuna- 
tely, these increa- 
singly widespread 
vaporisers or e-ciga- 
rettes are perennial 
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puffers: you can constantly suck on some nicotine like a baby at its 
mother's breast, even if it has long since had enough and the breasts no 
longer contain any milk. The maturity of addicts seems to me to be 
comparable to that of an infant. Yet they are part of society; I am an 
outsider. They get banged; I get turned away. The world is unfair. 


Now I joined a group consisting of one man and two girls, 
constantly on the lookout to see where the electronic junkies were 
indulging in their nicotine addiction like a toddler sucking on a 
dummy, so that the next waft of poison would be blown into my lungs. 
It seemed like a good sex ratio to me, since with me it was now a 2:2 
tie. Whom am I telling though? In times when equality has become a 
state-supported ideology, inequality is celebrating a joyous heyday! 

Wj « : 


-“Call the bus. Maybe the driver will hear it.” 

-“T heard the bus had an accident. That's what held it up. It's 
taking a bit longer now.” 

-““Where are you from?” 

-“We're from Minster and ???, he's from Bremen.” 
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Aha, maybe they're not travelling together. Then I'd have an even 
better chance, maybe even of a threesome with two ladies to comfort 
the incel so that he's no longer one. No, that wasn't meant seriously. 
Not even I dare confess to such daydreams — not even to myself. The 
ladies were chatting amongst themselves. Hence I said to the man 
from Bremen so that my rusty mouth could practise: -““Ah, you've 
travelled from the raging Roland. Have you unscrewed the Town 
Musicians of Bremen in front of the guildhall and taken them with 
you? You can put them in the DJ booth. I'm sure their music sounds 
good.” 

-“They're a bit heavy.” 

-“You can manage that. Donkey and cat will do. The duo sounds 
best.” 

-“T-A” 

-“T once saw a mobile phone that had monkey laughter as a 
ringtone and donkey braying as a waiting signal.” 

I demonstrated, looking at the two girls. Flirting teachers call this 
‘playing the clown’ or ‘dancing monkey’, which is considered a typi- 
cal loser role. It sounds funny, but it doesn't get fucked. 

-““What do you do?” I asked the woman in front of me.“ 

-“Studying” 

-“Ah, studying around. Study subject: festival life?” I tried a 
tease. Probably a failed attempt. Necking well isn't so easy for com- 
plete beginners. 

-“No, ...” (I forgot the branch of study) 

-“All we need now is an UFO to fly us to the festival.” 

-“Tt's not far to Waldfrieden from Bremen. Just get on the regio- 
nal train once,” I addressed the second girl. 

-“Yes, that's convenient,” replied one of the women. 

-“This is the last festival of the year. The first one in the new year 
will be ‘Hai in den Mai’.” 

-“T've been there too,” she said. Suddenly, backpacks were picked 
up. The bus was approaching and with it the end of the conversation. I 
managed to get a good seat at the front for my luggage and myself. 
The two of them got on just behind me with lots of items, but they 
didn't sit next to me, where there was still room, instead they sat at the 
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back. Adé! The conversation was cut forever. That's how it goes for an 
incel. That's why everyone hates and despises him: because it would 
be uncomfortable to notice their own injustice. He is the visible 
beacon of their own human failure to become a good person, which is 
why he is kept out of their field of vision like a disgusting plague. 


Night dream into the 13th of September 2024: I had flown to the 
US of A for a flirting course, this time with K. He is a person who 
actually exists in reality, yet has nothing to do with my dream and 
therefore remains unnamed. All the events described are real in the 
sense that I actually dreamt them, but completely fantastic and unreal 
in that they have nothing to do with the real people I dreamt about. 
Disclaimer: This also applies to other occasions from the nocturnal 
dream world. During the day, strict documentary realism applies. 


I travelled by boat from my accommodation to the meeting in a 
club in Las Vegas, which, as you know, lies in the middle of a desert. 
Now, a waking person might argue that a desert ship (German nick- 
name for dromedar) would make more sense, but don't interfere, since 
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my subconscious is directing my dreams! It is what it is, but not a 
camel. 


The club was located in one of the upper floors of a tower. My 
ship docked right at the top. Maybe it was travelling on heavy air, who 
knows? I paid K. money in notes. There were a lot of them, because 
thousand-dollar notes had been abolished. He then told me to go round 
the nightclub and talk to girls. With that, he disappeared. -‘Oh what 
the heck,’ I thought, ‘I would have thought of that myself without 
paying him any money!’ 


~ aes “<A 


te SUE aXe SEES” ez 
My dream had me travelling by ship across a sea of light (symbolic representation) 


Then I spoke briefly to a girl who even replied: briefly. I tried to 
deepen the conversation, but someone shouted: -“Move on!” She 
pulled away from me. 

-“You go round and talk to as many people as possible, but not 
for long,” another guest told me patronisingly, “Only if she wants to!” 
But they don't want to do that with me. 
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Now I continued to circle through this whirlpool like water 
rushing downwards, breaking away in the middle, tearing into the 
depths, holding myself on the outside so as not to be torn out of the 
world by the whirlpool like in a seafaring children's story by Friedrich 
Gerstacker. Yet no more girls answered. They whirled around me on 
their journey through the club in the opposite direction, ignoring me. 
Only the one who had answered briefly flowed past again in the 
stream of the crowd. I said something to her like -““Nice to see you!”, 
but she replied in surprise: -““But we've already spoken to each other!” 
-““So what?” -“That's against the rules!” -“I don't know the rules.” She 
had already gone away — to two boys who were lying rather than 
sitting on a mattress bench. She lay down next to them, cuddled up to 
both of them. I stood alone; no girl wanted to talk to me. 


I hurried to the starting point to ask K. what I should do. Why 
was it that they weren't talking to me? But K. was nowhere to be seen, 
had disappeared. -““Where is K.?” I asked aloud. 

-““He's already gone.” 
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Great, I gave him a lot of money for that! I would have come up 
with that idea on my own and failed just as badly as I have now. There 
was nothing I could do. The girls just didn't like me, at least not 
sexually. Thus I wanted to go back to the accommodation as I was 
drowning in the maelstrom of the nightclub. The guards were already 
looking sceptical. Anyone who is rejected by girls breaks the rules and 
is thrown out. Being unlucky with women is forbidden, then everyone 
is against you, including the law and public opinion. 


From the upper floor, I embarked on a ferry that took me to 
mountainous terrain and dropped me off there. There I hiked with 
others through a valley. The landscape was magnificent. I took photos. 
Another of A.'s flirt students was travelling with me. He wanted to try 
his luck here and when nothing worked out, he went home. I hadn't 
even thought about approaching girls in the mountains, I'd probably 
already given up. It's no use after all! They've never slept with me and 
they don't want me now either. 
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The other flirting apprentice ran off to catch the ferry to the 
accommodation, as there was obviously no other connection - not over 
the mountains. 

-“Wait for me, I'll be right behind, I just have to take in the 
magnificent landscape,” I called after him, but he kept running as if he 
hadn't heard me. I hope I can still catch up with him! Otherwise I'll be 
stuck here in the dry desert mountains of Nevada, with no way of 
returning to our domicile for flirt students. Then I pulled up my 
camera — it looked too tempting: The valley widened. Ridges ran to 
the left and right against a pastel-coloured sky. An isolated hill loomed 
in the centre. Seagulls circled over the desert, because behind them the 
sea was engulfing everything like a tsunami that swept away dinosaurs 
after an asteroid hit the Chicxulub crater in the Yucatan. 


On the left, a Central American psychedelic motif with celestial bodies 


Despite how fast I ran, I couldn't catch up with the other one on 
the deserted mountain path. He was long out of sight. Would I still 
manage to catch the ferry? Then I found myself on the water, whether 
on the ferry or caught up in the seaquake. In any case, the water was 
swirling underneath me and dragging me down, trapping the gyrating 
wave funnels like the girls' whirlpool in the Las Vegas nightclub, 
where no one wanted to talk to me and the supervisors shouted: Move 
on!’ 
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If they don't want you, you're illegal. A person born here, whose 
ancestors have belonged here for 2000 years, clearing the dark forests 
that Romans feared, draining the moors and swamps of the Northland 
into fertile fields and pastures through hard spade work over centuries, 
creating drainage ditches and solid ground underfoot, is suddenly 
illegal if girls don't want to talk to you nor plow you. Whereas 2000 
illegals who invaded the welfare state are suddenly legal since girls 
talk to them and wedge them. 


I have no choice; only girls have a choice. They are the whirlpool 
that pulls me into the abyss. I was only just above the funnel-shaped, 
devouring waves, which sucked the unfortunate man into the depths 
who had come too close to their mighty current, perhaps standing on a 
dangerous lower deck of the ferry, or as a lonely swimmer who was so 
careless as to get too close to fairy-tale princess powers, who do not 
want to sleep with him, but want to sort him out as a failed suitor who 
loses his life. 


104 


I wonder if I could get back to my accommodation and from 
there home across the big pond. What will happen now that the flirting 
teacher A. has disappeared with my bundle of banknotes without 
teaching me what I have to do to make the girls want me? 


This was my dream during the first shivering cold night of the 
festival, well wrapped up in my new sleeping bag. At times, my cold 
feet and lower legs felt like cramps in my toes and calves. In retro- 
spect, the message from my subconscious seemed like Oneiroi sent by 
Morpheus, son of Hypnos. 


-“One can see your tattoo through the slits in your trousers, how 
practical! Or one suspects it,’ I approached two women who left 
moving on with: 

-Yes, that fits.” 


-“A warm coat is a trump card,” I told a woman walking in a 
heavy coat. 

-“That's part of it.’ 

-“Did you get through the night without freezing?” 

-““With warm clothes and a hot water bottle, anything goes.” 

-“Those in the campervan have it easier.” 
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-“T know some people who froze more on the bus than I did in 
the tent.” She walked on. 


Reading from my books at the tent of an Arab with a local girl 
friend. -“Interesting, but I'm not buying. Thanks for the recital.” I 
often hear that. Others get what they withhold from me. 


In two tent groups, I was told that they always enjoyed listening 
to my stories, but didn't want to buy anything after a long talk. One of 
them said that she had wanted ‘my book’ for years, but never had any 
money with her when she met me. Many of them blew nicotine into 
my face and lungs in the strong, shifting wind, which I couldn't avoid. 
Almost everywhere I went, people were smoking. Several groups 
were not interested. 


-““Are you on tour with your book again?” 

-“Mine? I've written many, including brand new ones!” 

-“Let me see!” shouted a young man from the group. I carefully 
handed him my book about Crete as he looked. He disrespectfully 
pulled the pages apart so forcefully that two consecutive DIN A5 
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pages became one DIN A4 page. I was afraid that the glue binding 
would burst or that the book would never be smoothed out again, that 
some pages would stick out, making it unsaleable. Some people have 
no manners or consideration for not causing damage. Such handling of 
books of strangers, especially of a seller, is detrimental. 

-“Don't pull like that, then the book will become unsaleable!” 

He didn't react and continued to pull it so hard. 

-“Tt starts out confused with your description of how you type all 
over a blank sheet of paper.” 

Many members of the audience had smiled and praised my 
creative style when I recited the passage. 

-“Tt's not confused, it's poetic.” 

Meanwhile, I tried to introduce my psychedelic book to the 
others, but they weren't listening. 

-“That's the second book you've written in which I've read about 
male losers! That's rubbish!” 

He read from the Crete book, which he stretched almost to the 
breaking point: -““women were laid and men killed by the victors” 

He attacked my realism in woke style. 

“You sure have a strange way with words!” 

-“A bit crisp, but it's true.” 

-““Women have always been raped! That's so bad!” 

He talked himself into a rage like a feminist waterfall. I didn't get 
a chance to speak. 

-“Can I have a say, too?” I had to interrupt him in a loud and 
sharp tone because he wouldn't stop his rant at all. “You've been very 
one-sidedly misinformed from an early age. At all times, men have 
had heavier burdens and greater dangers in peace and in war. Men 
died in droves and were sexually marginalised.” 

-““Women were raped.” 

-“No, women were protected, which many men paid for with 
their lives. Men were weeded out by sexual selection, so that there is 
only one father for every 4 to 5 mothers in the human gene pool. In a 
catastrophic period during the Neolithic Revolution, there was even 
only 1 father for every 17 mothers. At present, men are once again 
crashing into such problems.” 
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-“That makes me angry!” he yelled, “It's so pathetic when some- 
one considers themselves a loser because he can't get a cunt! 

From then on, he only called women cunts in an angry voice; he 
no longer used any other term for them. This guy in particular felt en- 
titled to criticise me for my poetic choice of words! I would never 
think or speak like that. In this world, everything happens the wrong 
way round, from the big ideologies to the details of everyday life. 
Everything is upside down and backwards. Everything! There has 
never been such an unjust era! 

-“This is not pathetic, but the definition of life: life is what repro- 
duces itself. Reproduction is the meaning and goal of life, what consti- 
tutes it. To exclude from it is genocide. Your propaganda is androcide 
against a majority of men. According to feminist Meike Stoverock, 
80% of men will be left without a woman in the future. That is cyni- 
cal. A man who advocates that is an oppressor who enjoys being a 
minority of winners himself, but kicks the majority into the gutter!” 

-“What kind of miserable wretch are you if you can't get a cunt! 
How can you make yourself a loser by defining yourself by whether 
your willy gets a cunt?” he contradicted himself. He simultaneously 
insulted me as a loser because of this condition and at the same time 
accused me of making myself a loser by paying attention to this 
condition. He boasted about himself in the same way: 

-“T have the best cunt!” 

His girlfriend, who was sitting not far from him in the group, was 
taken aback and made a strange face. He himself was bragging about 
his success, belittling the unsuccessful, not understanding the logical 
argument that feminists deliberately want to turn 80% of men into 
losers. At the same time, however, men are blamed for this. It couldn't 
be more unfair and illogical, but an angry feminist brain can't com- 
prehend that. They are so full of hatred and contempt for male losers 
and incels that they are no longer capable of any logical thought or 
human feeling. They are empathically disturbed, as blatant and radical 
as the real Nazis. Nevertheless, they consider themselves better people 
and anti-Nazis. Yet such toxic empathy disorder is the greatest 
wickedness of all. 
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He was illogical, vulgar, calling women ‘cunts’ all the time, this 
left-wing model feminist, full of rage at male losers and talking him- 
self into a fury. I couldn't get a word in edgewise, nor could I remem- 
ber all his outbursts. He displayed the typical empathy disorder that 
has characterised left-wing and feminist circles since at least 1968, if 
not longer. I have experienced it myself since 1968. Though I suspect 
that similar tendencies were already at work in the 1920s. Think of the 
book “The Revolution of Modern Youth” by the feminist US judge 
Ben B. Lindsey from 1925. The basic lines of contempt for boys, who 
are turned into sexual losers, were already visible back then, but have 
only become much more pronounced since then. (see “Critique of 
Feminist Ideology”) 


As he was constantly rattling off his feminist hate tirades against 
incels, I finally shouted at him: -“Will you let me have a say, too?”, 
louder than he was already shouting. “You're showing the typical con- 
tempt of male losers, which is the point. It's an evolutionary exclusion 
mechanism: children and women are allowed to complain, male losers 
are not. That's why you're reacting so aggressively!” 

-“Tt makes me angry!” he squalled even louder, “When I hear 
things like that! I don't give a shit /fuck whether you find a cunt! I'm 
the absolute loser and I have the hottest cunt!” 

His girlfriend made a funny noise. Logic and comprehension 
have crashed to zero in this raging maniac. According to the definition 
used in the conversation, he is not a loser but a winner because he has 
a girl, however much of a loser he may be mentally because he has 
more anger and hatred than brain. He belongs to the minority of crisis 
winners and hates the majority, whom he wants to turn into losers, at 
least 80% of men according to Meike Stoverock. Feminists have 
always been such fine (ironic, actually nasty) characters, as are today's 
leftists. They can only hold their own by shouting down their victims 
so that they are not heard, neither in their own lives nor in books. 


This feminist, empathy-impaired brute didn't realise his own 
errors in thinking. He just labelled himself a loser and at the same time 
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bragged about his girlfriend being a ‘cunt’. Truly a feminist, left-wing 
fine spirit. He then continued his loud, angry rant. 

-“This anger that you show is the very mechanism that excludes 
male losers from empathy and holds them down. This is exactly what 
my books are about. You're proving what I write.” 

-‘All you have to do is be a good person and you'll get a cunt like 
me!” 

His girlfriend looked up. He clearly demonstrated how bad and 
spiteful he is. On the contrary, it's bad, inconsiderate men whom girls 
instinctively want to bonk, whereas good men who are ‘good guys’ are 
at best good as social friends and get rejected sexually, as every 
flirting teacher explains to their students today. Everything feminists 
and leftists say is the exact opposite of the facts. Full stop. 


He continued to rant angrily, not letting me get a word in 
edgewise. 

-“Be peaceful! Festival! Good vibes!” shouted the girls in his 
group. Apparently they're so deeply involved in his scene that they're 
unable to realise how much they're being taken for a ride by such 
birds, whether they're female or male feminists. 


I packed up my books and walked to the next tent where people 
were standing. It was a long way away. The guy looked over at a 
distance and mocked me with dance moves that included a clenched 
fist and a hip swing like coitus. This is how feminists try to ridicule 
critics. 


Such venomous oppression of now 28% of US men between the 
ages of 18 and 30, perhaps more in our country because immigration 
has pushed the sex ratio of young men to girls to 1.3:1 or worse, and 
in the future at least 80% or more of all men will be ignored by 
women according to feminists like Meike Stoverock, are a reason and 
necessity to write my books. The central concern is, of course, that my 
books are read by normal girls who then fall in love with the poet and 
want to sleep with him. Yet the icy rejection by feminist media and 
publishers prevented this for decades. 


Later, I continued my round. Right at the beginning, I came 
across a car in which the same guy was sitting with two other men, 
which I didn't realise at first. 

-“You were with us earlier,’ he fended off for the whole group. 
One intolerant person is enough to put off many interested customers. 


Many reacted along the lines of: “That's really interesting. Good 
that you're doing something like this. Keep it up! We're not interested. 
Good luck elsewhere.” If you hear that ten times in a row, it gets you 
down. Lots of lectures for nothing. 
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I met a large group under a huge tipi pavilion. 

-““Have a wonderful...” (Morning, festival day, evening ...) 

The answer was a vertical arm branch away from them like in a 
cartoon. -““We don't need anything.” 

-“You don't even know what it's about yet.” 

-“Tt's all right.” His arm and index finger pointed vertically away. 

-““What's broken here?” 

-“Outside, the world is broken. Nothing's broken here, it's a per- 
fect world.” 

-“T can clearly see that. I'm not selling drugs, I'm...” His arm 
pointed away like in a cartoon. 


-“Your car looks like you're carrying a surfboard,” I said to a 
woman. 

-“Tt's just a container for special things.” 

-“Tf you flatten yourself out, you can sleep in it.” 

-““More like that car over there.” 

There was a vehicle with a fixed tent on the roof, which looked 
reasonably rainproof and offered an elevated view. -“Are you here 
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alone?”I asked hopefully. It would be even cosier with a woman in a 
caravan than in a tent. 

-“T'm here with a group of friends. We'll be about 30, a big 
group.” Too bad, I'm not needed there. 


-“Ah, there's Jo again.” 

-“You look so psychedelic in a spacesuit, like you're trying to 
swim through a psychedelic ocean.” 

-“Oh thanks, we have a group up front. Our motto is aliens.” 

-“That's what you look like.” 

-“Thank you. We have a book of yours.” 

-“Did you like it?” 

-““Yes, I loved it.” 

-“T've got lots of new ones.” 

-““Why don't you come and join us?” 

Her friends looked and listened to the reading. 

-“Are you interested?” 

-“No, not at all. Though your psychedelic book was great.” 
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Too bad, no booklovers. I maintain that my new books are artisti- 
cally more advanced than the psychedelic book, which is applauded 
for all the wrong reasons. 


-“Now you're smiling. Hold on a minute!” I said to one of two 
girls. -““We have to keep going.” They were gone. 


-“Do you know where there's a drinking water tap?” 
-““No, not yet.” 

-“Tt's pretty cold this time and only cold showers.” 
-“That's tough.” And off they go. 


-“‘Ah, there you are again! You've done yourselves up nicely.” 
-““So have you.” 

-““What is dangling from your long chains? A watch?” 

-“Tt's just dangling on its own.” 

-Then it's a narcissistic necklace — it only dangles for itself.” 
-““So to speak. We're going dancing now. Have a nice one...” 
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-“Oh, it looks like two feathers in your hair, but they're ears of 
crop.” 

-“Yes” 

She kept walking before I could allude to goddesses of agricul- 
ture. 


-“Hey,” with dance moves to the sound of the nearby stage. The 
two women mirrored my dance moves, but walked away without ans- 
wering. 


Two women walked towards the exit. 

-“You've brought a fancy drink.” 

-“That's already finished.” 

-“Was it a magic potion?” 

-““Maybe” 

-““Oh, I'll have to be careful.” 

A woman was lying on her back on the path in front of us. Her 
friend bent down and stroked her from above. 

-““You've probably already cast a spell on her.” 

-““Yes, exactly.” 
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-“Tf I'm unlucky, you'll transform me from a prince into a frog 
and I'll hop away. What are you two up to?” 

-“We're going to the campsite to visit friends who have just 
arrived.” 

-“Me too, I want to make the most of the light.” (for readings, 
because so far it's been lousy) 

Just at that moment, a group of friends approached and greeted 
them. A warm welcome for them; conversation over for me. 


e_ 
+— 


Some tent groups were very nice and interested, however, they 
first wanted to see how much money they had left or to think it over or 
wanted a book in German, which I had unfortunately only taken along 
in English translation by mistake. 


One of them bought the psychedelic book. This is also appreci- 
ated because of its presumed similarity to the products of ‘Nachtschat- 
ten Verlag’, i.e. for the wrong reasons. In fact, that publisher rejected 
my book too, in which pretty much the opposite of the naive view that 
is common there and elsewhere is emphasised. Very slow business, 
never as difficult as on Thursday and until Friday afternoon. Then: 


116 


Tent of the fire artists. Some of them had already become abusive 
here last year. -““Always the same shit!” one woman had shouted at 
me. 


-“T'm doing a round here with beautiful self-made photographs in 
self-written books.” 

-“Watch out. That's the poet. If you're not careful, he'll talk all 
over you. Just for your information,” the man next to me called out to 
the group, none of whom were interested afterwards. 

(In contrast to the local guy from earlier, this one looked at least 
Mediterranean, Latino or southern). 

That was insolent. I don't ridicule his fire art by shouting into the 
crowd, ‘here comes a fire artist; if you're not careful, he'll be fidgeting 
with fire in front of you the whole time!’ 


-“You're happy too!” a girl said to me as I was writing my notes 
by the wayside, obviously in a good mood despite the rather gloomy 
entries. I've already come to terms with my suffering in a sexually 
unjust world so well that a girl thinks I'm cheerful while I'm literary 
bemoaning my misfortune. 

-“Yeah, right. You're in a good mood, too,” I cajoled like a beta 
orbiter, which girls have by the hundreds. I declared, writing books. 

-“Our tents are up ahead.” She took me with her. That's where her 
boyfriend was. 

-““Where are you from?” 

-“From Bavaria, near Munich.” 
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-““Munich is beautiful, but expensive.” 

-““We live outside. That's the best.” 

-“T can't hear your accent at all.” 

-“My friend has a bit.” 

-“The grandmother of a school friend still spoke proper Platt as 
her mother tongue. I only understood a third of it, even though I'm 
from the coast myself. She had funny sayings like: ‘God created de 
Tid (the time). He didn't say anything about haste.’ Did you freeze in 
the night?” 

-““A little” 

-“T can show you my books and read to you if you have a light.” 

My diligence had lasted all day without a proper meal until dusk. 
Nevertheless, I had hardly managed any sales on this heavy pavement. 
Now it was already too dark to make out colour pictures or writing. 
She dug out a torch and gave it to me. I pointed it at pictures that I 
showed her group. Then I read from some books. They were impres- 
sed and bought two copies of the psychedelic book. 

-“One can tell that you put your heart and soul into your wri- 
ting!” 

- “My other books are also written with heart and soul.” 
I'm supposed to come back tomorrow morning and present my 

other books. 
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Night: People 
were sitting on an 
illuminated _—_ platform 
around a tree in front of 
the back stage. One 
woman sat there alone 
with a unicorn flask. 
Well, unicorns are 
actually old-fashioned, 
‘yesteryear’ in slang. 
Even seven years ago, 
this fashion was 
ridiculed as old- 
fashioned in _ hippie 
circles. They were new 
in 1968, when Victoire 
Scott sang La Licorne 
D'or, the golden 
unicorn. It was a very 
sentimental song, the 
kind that girls growing 
up today no_ longer 
understand; it is not 
suitable for rock music, 
which destroys exactly what was still unspoilt, sensitive and good in 
the original. They have grown up in far too broken circumstances for 
that, in which every remnant of culture has perished, and with it the 
ability to empathise with their own men and the losers of their tribes 
and peoples. They are now only capable of squandering their 
solidarity on the most unsuitable and perverse substitutes that can be 
found anywhere in the world. 


After a while, the woman lay down on her back, which didn't 
seem very suitable for a conversation. Then she got up again and sat 
down in front. 

-“You have a two-horn with a straw,” I approached her. 
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PRE Mice 
-“But it's no longer tight here.” 
She pointed to the cap in which the straw was inserted. “I got that 
especially for myself.” 

-“You won't die of thirst with the unicorn.” 

-“Do you want a sip? It's corn schnapps.” 

Anyway, I think I understood ‘corn’. From the colour it could be 
right. That was all I could make out in the noise of the nearby main 
stage. This also affected the rest of the conversation. I was constantly 
puzzled as to what she had said because it was drowned out by the 
roar of the low bass. 

-“Thank you, I don't drink.” 

After a few acoustically incomprehensible words, I said: 

-“Now it's 4 year until the next festival.” 

-“This is my first festival this year.” 

That was too serious and factual, I know, but I couldn't get into a 
different conversation mode with her, I was always puzzling to recog- 
nise her words in the din. How am I supposed to react spontaneously 
and ingenuous when it takes a while for it to dawn on me what word 
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I've just heard? Besides, it was too difficult to keep the conversation 
going at all. With others, it happens by itself, with me it doesn't, so I 
have to make an effort and this effort then becomes noticeable. It's like 
being demonised and bewitched. I'm stuck on the wrong track, but 
there's nowhere to switch to a better one. 


-““What else do you do?” 

-“T've been working.” 

Irony on: I didn't want to know that exactly. How am I supposed 
to answer such a meaningless turn of phrase to liven up the conversati- 
on?“ 

-““What is it?” 

-“My company kicked me out.” 

That wasn't an answer to my boring standard question because I 
didn't have a better approach. With this remark, she had turned the 
conversation completely negative. 

-““Why is that?” 

-“T don't feel like talking about my problems here at the festival.” 

Ratatazong. Krawumm. That was a serious rebuff. I only under- 
stood about every second word, as she wasn't talking in my direction, 
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and was thrown out of the conversation like a beginner who has never 
ridden before and has gotten a particularly stubborn, untamed horse 
that wants to show off its power to the two-legged wannabe rider. 


Now a couple joined in. The man stayed in the background like 
the second violin in the orchestra. We live in strange times. 

-“T saw you at the Evolution,” the couple's wife greeted me. 

-“Yes, the Evolution was beautiful.” 

-“You took pictures of the fire jugglers.” 

-“The pictures turned out well.” 

She didn't want to know that. Now she turned to the other 
woman: -“Think about it, || is about to play. I've wanted to see him 
for years!” 

It was a completely different, emotional tone of voice that imme- 
diately created a connection. 

“Now I'm about to see his act! He's so great!” 

She was beaming with excitement, as was the other girl. 

“That I'm about to see him!” she repeated as if in a frenzy of joy. 
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They then exchanged names, thrilled, very different from when I 
had asked her earlier. When I had asked her name, she had answered 
me as matter-of-factly as if she were working in an office. Now the 
two women were almost bouncing with excited enthusiasm, in a kind 
of Beatlemania of emotions that only applied to others, the famous DJ, 
the other woman, just not me. I was completely left out of the conver- 
sation. Although I had known both women before they met for the 
first time, their connection was instantly familiar in a way that it never 
would be for me. Now I was no more than a random stranger sitting 
nearby. 


-“My name is Myléne, with E at the end, but it's not pronoun- 
ced.” -“Mylén E,” echoed the other. They both beamed. They now 
said “Mylén E” to each other several times and laughed as if it were 
the best, cleverest and most perceptive joke in the world. 

The man of the couple, who usually played the pauses in the 
background, also repeated it: -“Mylén E”. Now all three were 
laughing, united as an intimate circle of friends whose magic formula 
was “Mylén E”. This world is stranger to me than a galaxy of aliens. 
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How do I become part of such mentally hollow cheerfulness? It's 
incomprehensible to me, but I have to know, because apparently only 
a man who becomes an insider with such hilarious nonsense gets 
fucked. 

The two women hugged each other. -“Just imagine! My surname 
is Miller. How does that sound! Mylén — E Miller. Hahaha!” 

-“Hahaha. Milén — E Miller! Hahaha!” 

-“That will never do: Mylén E Miller.” 

They could hardly contain themselves again due to sheer giggles 
and laughter. In the background, the accompanying voice, the man, 
laughed along from time to time. Otherwise he just watched. Some- 
thing is wrong in this world. Everything is messed up here. It's as clear 
as mud to me; I don't grasp anything, I'm made to look silly. In the 
midst of childish chatter, I appear stupid myself. If women are like 
that, how am I ever supposed to get a girl like that into bed? I haven't 
the faintest idea how I could ignite such a whirlwind of senseless joy 
and become part of it. It would be easier to work out the equations of 
the theory of relativity. I'm outside, far, far away, even though I'm still 
sitting next to them. 
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-“Your name is French: they also spell Mylene with -e,” I 
interjected, but was completely ignored, as if I didn't belong in this 
world, as if I was a foreign body who wasn't entitled to say anything 
in this merry circle. 

-“And then someone else wanted to call me Mercedes! Imagine 
that: Mercedes. Hahaha” 

-“Hahaha! Mercedes! Mercedes Miller! Hahaha,” echoed the 
other woman. 


For heaven's sake, please explain to me what's funny about that! I 
just don't get it! I think making fun of names is below the belt, lowest 
level. Yet for them it's the most delicious joke since the invention of 
sliced liver. What's going on here? What's up? I don't understand 
anything. I don't know if it's even possible to understand women. I 
can't cope anymore. I don't know what to do. I'll never make it. It's 
hopeless. I'll probably stay incel. 
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I am left out of this kind of joy. I just don't understand it. I'm not 
in kindergarten! It makes no sense in terms of content or logic. In- 
stead, strong, enthusiastic feelings arise out of nowhere. 


I hat told her earlier: -““The light is like a spinning vortex that 
pulls us along with it.” Far too complicated! This silly game of first 
name — E spontaneously won friends. I had fallen out of the circle. 
The three of them, once strangers, were now close friends. -“Mylen — 
p> 


I constantly had to dodge clouds of nicotine here; lots of male 
group conversations in Arabic around me. 


-“TImagine my father wanted to call me Anabelle. Hahaha. Ana- 
belle Miller!” 

All three laughed, the woman herself and the couple. The two of 
them repeated and laughed too. This inside joke was still circulating. I 
don't know what's funny about it. I am far away, I have no access to 
their world, in which I am a stranger, stranger than strangers from 
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distant continents, just like when I was a teenager. Do I belong to the 
same species? Am I an alien, the last of the Neanderthals? I am so 
alien in this world. 


-“T had a lot of nicknames too,” the amused girl with an — E ex- 
claimed excited. She now listed her nicknames. Everyone laughed. 
Then the other girl named her nicknames. Radiance. Cheerfulness. 
Frustration for me. I'm on the wrong planet. Now she offered her 
supposed corn schnapps from the unicorn bottle. He drank and posed 
with it for his girlfriend, who took a picture of it on her mobile phone 
and shone enthusiastically. How contaminated are they? What have 
they thrown in? Or are they like that by nature? Nobody understands 
me and my lost culture. I am the last of a vanquished tribe. 


Everyone else was thrilled. -““Send me the picture!” said the one 
on -E. Now the three of them snapped selfies together, connected on 
Instagram and sent each other the pictures they had just taken. That 
never happens to me. Next, they invited each other to their campsites, 
which they described in detail using markers and unique features. 
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This is how something is created out of nothing when the 
wavelengths of fooling around match. They were now best friends, at 
least for the moment. Then all three of them dashed off to the fire 
jugglers. 


These are other fire jugglers: the ones with the cold reception had already left 


I was less enthusiastic. Why should I capture fire jugglers with 
my camera in beautiful pictures who had been nasty to me, insulting 
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me and my art, once calling it ‘always the same shit’, then insinuating 
that I would ‘yak at them’? 


Even with expensive flirting courses — how am I supposed to 
achieve what falls into the laps of silly, childish people but is out of 
my reach? Now I understand why flirting teacher K. compared the 
sexual social behaviour of girls to children: Because it's in such a 
childish way that they decide who to get involved with or not. It is not 
only a one-sided sexual selection of women over men, but also a 
highly unfair and infantile one. But that must not be pronounced. 


Girls don't get into this kind of mode with me, and I don't even 
grasp it. If I said something similar, nobody would find it funny. It's 
not the words that decide, but something subliminal that the silly ones 
have, but not me. How can I manage to be accepted like that? I neither 
consume babblalcohol nor nicotine, which constantly torments and 
drives me away from all directions. The more solid and decent I am, 
the more unhappy I am in this upside-down world. 


I decided to practise spreading mood instead of sense. Apparently 
it is better to talk rubbish with good body signals than to say 
something clever without these unconscious signals. It is better to 
light a fire of silly gaiety than to make clever jokes. 
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I addressed a woman with a wreath of lights: -“Oh, you're 
wearing a wreath of stars. What star sign are you?” 

-“T'm Aquarius.” 

-“Then you're floating above the waves.” 

-“T'm finally free.” 

-““We are floating above the sounds.” 

-“T'm here with a friend. She's very tall.” 

-“Then she doesn't need stilts.” 

-“Not that. She wears the same wreath. That's how we recognise 
each other. Have a nice evening. Have fun.” 

-““We'll dance together.” 

-‘‘When we see each other. All the best to you.” 

Gone. 


It is somewhat macabre that women wish you fun when they 
leave. The absurdity is understandable to an incel, but not to women. 


130 


I looked for a place to take notes. A girl was sitting there. 
-“Ah, you're smiling!” 
-“You've read some lovely stories with us... Until the next 
Midsummer Night's Dream.” 

-““Yes, that was good. I've brought some new books.” 

-“Come and read with us tomorrow.” 

Long attempt at an explanation. 

“From the entrance, first street on the right at the back, there on 
the right, a one-man tent.” She's sleeping in the tent with a friend. 
How do you find it? She went dancing. 


14.9.2024 

After a second fresh night, albeit not quite as cold as yesterday, I 
made it into the new day alive and kicking. Better wrapped up this 
time, I didn't have a cold cramp in my toes or calves. 


Six o'clock in the morning. Alternating male and female voices 
outside the tent or from the neighbouring tents. 

-“And thanks for watching! I'll be able to sleep,” said a male 
voice. 
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-“Can someone have a look?” a woman's voice sounded from 
further back. In front: pumping noises. A mattress must have been 
pumped up. The tents are now close together, almost touching. There's 
no space left in my neighbourhood. So many have followed in the 
meantime. A neighbour almost built his tent over my peg. When I had 
put up mine, there was still a clear path from the floodlight in the 
centre to my tent. 


Today I was very busy lightening my rucksacks by at least a few 
books after two bad days. There were fewer flirty conversations, of 
which I mainly only remember the most important ones. Some of the 
trivial exchanges were: 


-“Oh, black clothes! That warms well in the sun in the cold 
wind.” 

-“That was my plan.” She was flattered. 

-That fits.” She was gone. 


-“Yes, that's good: you're smiling” 
-“You're beautifully colourful.” 
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-“That's great. I'll make you shine.” 
-““Have a nice... We have to go on, we're expected.” 


-“You're the poet aren't you?” 
-““Yes, I've been busy.” 


-““We know your book.” 

-“My book? I've written 64 by now.” 

-“Cool” 

-““What's your name?” -“...” -““What are you up to?” 


-““We're just looking for our friends. Bye.” 

They should choose me as their friend. More than one girl, as I've 
been thirsty for far too long — that's the biggest deterrent according to 
flirting theory, though. A man must not be or appear needy. 


Aman walked past. 

-“Ah, the poet! Have you got your book with you?” 

-“One? I've written many. I carry some of them in my rucksack.” 
-“Come along to my tent group.” 

Although they were undecided, he bought a book after reading it. 
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Everything occurred from joy to enthusiasm and hesitation to 
being sent away and made fun of. Several times I looked into the 
corner where the girl had asked me to go for a morning reading, as 
well as at the Bavarians who also wanted to hear more from other 
books. When I found them, they were on their way to the stage. It 
wasn't until lunchtime that I saw the girl running off in the distance 
who had asked me to visit her group the next morning, perhaps to 
brush her teeth or go to the loo. Too late. At least now I knew that I 
had guessed the campsite correctly and where exactly they were 
staying. Then it was deserted again; not a soul was to be seen between 
their locked tents. 

After several adventures at readings, which went much better 
than on the two previous days — if it had gone the same way on those 
days, I would have achieved my target — their group sat between the 
tents. By then it was already half past three in the afternoon. 

-““Have a wonderful festival day,” I greeted them. 

-“Nice that you've found us.” ... “Listen, the poet has come! He 
wants to read something to us.” 

Her friend was sitting in the tent and greeted me. 
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-“Did you get through the night chill all right?” 
-““Yes, we danced ourselves warm.” 


-“Your eyes are light blue, as if the sun had shone on them. It has 
warmed you,” I said to her as I looked into her eyes like a fountain 
reflecting the sky above us. 

Was it her or someone else who wore her sunglasses at the 
beginning like I wore mine? -“I can see myself in your glasses,” she 
said -“And I'm reflected in yours. Yet yours reflect blue, mine silver.” 
Even without glasses, the eyes reflect each other. 

I sat down between her tent and Sandra, who had called me here 
and had less of a natural girl style and more of a punk. Anyway, so be 
it. I'm not here to judge, I'm here to get to know them and join in. 

-“You're wearing nice net trousers,” I told Sandra, “You can go 
fishing with them.” 

-“Yes, I've caught quite a few fish with them.” 

-““What, a great pike?” (synonymous with ‘hot man’ in German) 

-““No, a perch.” (sounds like “b arse’ in German) 

-“Practical trousers!” 
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-“That's true, but after every festival a stitch is broken. I then 
have to knot it. Soon they won't be trousers any more.” 

-“Nice to be with you. You have a good charisma.” 

-“Your moustache is cool. It must be a lot of work.” 

-“Tt was so cold that night.” 

-““Some people have a hot water bottle with them.” 

-“T don't have any hot water to fill it with. I'll have to smile at and 
pick up a live hottie bottle.” 

Of course I looked her in the eye with a smile, what else? 


-“Or be hot,” she replied. That was finally the right direction, but 
probably not good enough. I talked about my books and style, obser- 
ving the world unfiltered, noticing what others tend to overlook or 
don't want to recognise and writing down what hasn't yet been written 
down. This is new for me, worth the time to write it down, then also 
interesting for readers. That's how I create new perspectives, which 
can of course be offensive because they are new and unfamiliar and go 
against the usual tunnel vision. This is the essence and purpose of art, 
to work out something new, even if some people feel provoked. 

-“What's your name?” J asked the bright-eyed girl in the tent. 
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-“Aida” 

-“Too bad your name isn't Aidia, otherwise you'd recognise your 
name even if I spoke backwards, Adia-Aida!” 

She said she wanted to make more music in future. A little spoil- 
sport first: after my readings and the purchase of three books, which 
she was happy about and showed around, she wrote her Instagram 
name on my pad and saved mine because she didn't have a network, 
but she didn't follow me later and has over 1200 orbiters as a musici- 
an, among which I would be lost even if she had followed me. 


The Aida in the tent with her bright blue searchlights, lighter blue 
than the sky, reacted much more strongly to me than the fisherman's 
wife Sandra with her mesh trousers, which had loops so wide that 
sticklebacks sponged through them effortlessly, escaping her trousers 
used as a net. She didn't lower her net over me to catch me, but was 
soon chatting to the boys in her group, sitting with them, her back 
turned to me. As she turned her attention to other men, I switched to 
the pretty inhabitant of the tent, which stood slightly open like a shell, 
with the pearl-forming creature inside, its two light blue pearls shining 
in my direction. 
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-“T'm also called a nightingale,” she said. Am I dreaming or have 
I heard that name more often in the last few days? Was it her or is that 
what girls like to call themselves these days? 


She spoke about vibrations. This is a favourite esoteric topos that 
I have heard many times. 

“We are all vibrations.” 

-“TIn one of my books, I compare melodies to life. The first note 
of a melody is like birth, which is followed by a series of notes in an 
arc from the first to the last note. This corresponds to a human life.” 

-“Yes, fully. Life is vibration. We are all frequencies.” 

-“Quantum physics fits in with this,” I claimed, in order to create 
positive feedback according to yesterday's model, without literally 
believing everything I say. Honesty and reflection kill flirtation. 

“All the matter we are made of is also like a wave. Our world is 
made of waves in a higher dimension.” 
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She understood that. I read from my books, starting with the one 
about Crete. She liked the introduction. In the meantime, another 
blonde girl had sat down in the seat that had become free when Sandra 
had moved over to between the boys of her group. She was listening 
and watching, which I at first hadn't realised in the heat of my perfor- 
mance. Now I took turns reading in both their directions and looking 
into their eyes. 

Their interest soon shifted to the next books, which caught on 
even better, first ‘Bangalore’, then ‘Life as a Journey’ as the main at- 
traction, and finally the trip report at the beginning of the Incel Mani- 
festo. 

-“This is an important topic of our time, which already affects 
over 28% of 18 to 30-year-old men in the USA, and probably more 
here. I have worked it into literature, without inventing anything.” 
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During the recital, I paid attention to what I had been taught by 
flirting instructors both in person and in YouTube instructional videos. 
I imagined both girls naked, or me tenderly caressing their breasts, 
including their clitoris, and then carefully penetrating them. I heard 
the success myself because my voice changed, shedding all the 
theatricality that had developed during readings in front of an 
audience. My voice became deeper, more sonorous and at the same 
time more sensitive, more alive from within, no longer a show but a 
living feeling. 


The poetic content of my words stood in contrast to my sensual 
thoughts; I have rarely experienced such a dichotomy between an 
emotionally charged, erotic voice and innocently humorous poetic 
sentences. I am convinced that the girls also sensed something, as they 
praised my voice and my rendition. The result was what some call 
lifeblood. 
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Aida was delighted and put down the last three books. 

-“Unfortunately, I only have them in English. The German origi- 
nals were already sold out at the previous festival. It will be a while 
before I get them reprinted.” 

-“That doesn't matter. I wanted to learn English better anyway. I 
can practise that now with your books.” 

At least she has ‘Life as a Journey’ in German. A Danish group 
had thankfully taken its English version and the New Zealand book off 
my hands so that I no longer have to lug them from festival to festival. 

She actually wanted to buy all three, although the Incel Mani- 
festo was more expensive than the others due to its large number of 
pages, which seemed too much for her. She rounded up for the other 
two books. 

-“You gave me more than I asked for. The English version of 
‘The Incel Manifesto’ was a mistake on my part. I wasn't paying atten- 
tion late one night and got the wrong version. My mistake. That's why 
I can give it to you cheaper. Add five more and it'll be enough for 
three books.” 
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So she did and got all three. It was important to me that her 
white-blue shining star eye read my incel manifesto, perhaps warming 
up to the concerns of the poetic incel, whom she suddenly understood 
from his book. Who knows, perhaps after a pleasurable read she will 
be impressed and make the poet an unequivocal offer to visit her one 
day and no longer be an incel? 


Me ej 
2 ai 


To be honest, that is the point of research and artistic creation 
since the Stone Age. I told a girl that male tools such as stone axes 
were found from the Stone Age that were too small to be useful, but 
completely unused, without any scratches, so that they had not been 
used as toys for children. From this, researchers concluded that they 
were used to impress and seduce the female sex, just like classical 
culture from opera to science — let's skip this. Nobody believes me. If 
an archaeologist tells it, it's more likely to be believed, though quickly 
forgotten without understanding the context. 


I signed the books with three different dedications to her, expli- 
citly writing her name into the incel manifesto to address her personal- 
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ly and show that it wasn't dedicated to just anyone, just to her. I just 
don't know whether girls these days realise such subtleties. 


Again, she was enthusiastic about books dedicated by the poet. 

-“Did Sandra bring you here?” 

-““Yes”’ 

-““She did a good job.” 

Sandra was now sitting between the boys with her back to me, 
probably no longer listening. 


Hoffentlich hat meine Stimme gut gewirkt, als ich mir vorstellte, 
die Briiste des Zeltmuschelmadchens zu streicheln, wahrend ich unten 
sanft in ihren Scho eindrang mit meinem Zeugungsstab, ganz anstan- 
dig leider nur in dichterischer Phantasie, wahrend meine Stimme et- 
was ganz anderes vortrug aus eigenen Werken. Meine Lehrer sagen, 
das mache die eigene Stimme nicht nur sexy, sondern auch sympa- 
thisch. Madchen wiiBten nicht weshalb, doch es wirke. Sie wiirden nur 
merken, dafi sie sich angezogen fiihlen und mehr davon wiinschen. 
Mége es stimmen! 
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-“Have you written even more books?” Aida asked me. 
-“Yes, 64.” 
-“That many? What kind of IQ do you have?” 
-“T can't complain. I studied maths and took an IQ test as a stu- 
dent. In the verbal fluency test, we had to write down verbs beginning 
with L. There were three lines for this. I wrote the whole page in the 
time available, plus a few more verbs on the back! That was a lot more 
than were scored for the test. Most of them went over the upper limit 
and were ignored.” 

That's how I became incel. I'm not like others and certainly not 
the way girls imagine sexually enticing boys to be. 


We flirted some more. 

-“T am pleased that my book ‘The Incel Manifesto’ has also been 
placed in the hands of a good reader.” 

My heart's desire is that when she reads it, she'll remember what I 
explained at the beginning: that I am not inventing anything, only wri- 
ting true stories from my own experience. We arranged to meet again 
at 18:00 for tea, a reading from other of my books and chilling out. 


144 


Nowadays, girls no longer understand their own poets and thin- 
kers, instead vulgar revolutionaries like that guy yesterday who only 
talked about cunts that he had, and not the ‘disgusting’ incel who was 
to blame. Millions of culturally alien men from incompatible to hostile 
backgrounds worldwide they understand very well and are proud of it, 
while they let their own well-educated men bust as incels and sadly 
starve sexually. Anyone who is not happy about this is considered a 
‘Nazi’ and gets a punch. 
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At the camp flies a flag in ANTIFA colours and style, with 
quavers instead of the usual pennants or fists, according to the motto: 
they like music (electronic, many hate Schlager — i.e. German folk 
hits) and hate Nazis, which are those who live and think differently. 


When girls once mentioned their music preferences, including 
the word Schlager, a passer-by stopped and said that he hated 
Schlager. Incidentally, these are the people who believe they have a 
lease on love, that they are the champions of humanity and fighters 
against hatred, although in reality it is they themselves who not only 
hate, but systematically spread hatred against people who think or live 
differently. This twisting of everything into its opposite was anchored 
in society as early as 1968 by the revolutionaries of that time. 


On the way to the stage, an over-the-top woman shouted loudly 
to an oncoming person: -“I love you!” 

-“T love you too!” 

-“T love you more than you love me!” 

This was shouted at a great distance, almost in a screaming tone; 
I assume to a casual acquaintance of unknown sex, in a party tone that 
is not to be taken seriously. “Go fuck yourself in the knee” wouldn't 
have sounded much different. 
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the tent group at 18:00. This time she wasn't sitting like a shell in her 
half-opened coquille, but in front of it; as if the sweet snail had 
crawled out of her house to plant herself cosily in the garden ahead. 

-“T'm sorry. They all want to go to the stage. I'm still here as I 
promised to meet you. I've already looked through your books and 
shown them around.” 

-“We were going to have tea and do a reading from other books. 
Maybe in the chill area afterwards?” 

-“Are you in the chill area?” 

-“T'm wandering around from stage to stage, sometimes here, 
sometimes there. We can go to a chill tent in between.” 

-“We'll get warm for the night now.” 

-“Then we'll chill out there together later.” 

-“Dancing” 

-“Really together, maybe in the chill area with a chai.” 

-“T want to dance now. See you later.” 

Suddenly I'd slipped into the usual girl's usual way of getting rid 
of me, as I have done for 50 years. It's always the same excuses. 
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-““Where are you from?” 

-“Stralsund” 

-“Stralsund is nice too. I'm from Berlin. It's not far away; I could 
visit you sometime.” 

-“Tn winter, I want to concentrate more on myself, devote myself 
to music, think about what I want to do. I want to go in a new 
direction.” 

-“Great. We'll organise an artists' meeting. You have the choice: 
Stralsund or Berlin.” 


Obviously, in the two and a half hours since the reading, when 
she was thrilled, I had fallen drastically down her list of priorities. 

“Which stage are you on? Main stage or hitech stage?” 

She mentioned a name I didn't recognise. 

-“Tt's called a. Not only hitech is played on that stage.” 

-““How do I recognise you? I don't know how you dress up. It's 
hard to recognise people in the dark. At most by your light blue eyes.” 

-“Oh, your blue eyes again,” remarked the blonde opposite her. I 
probably already sounded like a needy ‘beta’, of which there are sup- 
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posed to be hundreds and none of them have a chance because they 
are needy, flattering and beta. 


-“‘She also has blue eyes,” replied Aida. 

-“T'm her blonde sister,’ she added. 

-“Oh, I could get you two mixed up, how embarrassing!” I 
laughed. Though that wasn't enough to change the mood back to that 
of the afternoon. 

They both laughed.“ 

-““We're nothing alike,” the blonde ‘sister’ continued to tease. 

-“T'm short too. I'm not so easy to spot in a crowd,” told Aida. 

-“Send me a message on Insta if you don't see me.” 

-“We hardly have any reception here.” 

This was a hail of rejections. It was not how I had imagined the 
agreed reunion. Those who want to will find ways, those who don't 
will find reasons why it won't work. 

-“Otherwise after the festival during the winter break.” 

-“T'll take a step back and look after myself. I want to make 
music.” 
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“T also have a I“ot planned, writing books and translating. It will 
probably be finished by the end of October and I can arrange it then. 
We'll organise a meeting between artists at that point.” 

They made preparations to change their clothes. Farewell and de- 
parture. 


As my hopes were dashed like they had been for 50 years, I con- 
tinued my tour. Only the second part of a flirtation remains in my me- 
mory. I must have started with a compliment. 

-““What's your name?” 

-““Alexandra” 

-“Your name reminds me of a singer by that name who unfortu- 
nately died in 1969 at the age of 27. That makes her a member of the 
“Club of 27’.” (Her last hit was “Erstes Morgenrot’’.) 

-“Like Cobain.” 

-“That was later. It was common in the 1960s. Like Brian Jones, 
the founder of the Rolling Stones.” 

-““And Amy Winehouse.” 

-“That too.” 
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-“Luckily I'm 28.” 
-“Great, then nothing can happen to you.’ 
Departure. 


2 


At one o'clock in the morning, a girl came up to me on the main 
stage where I was photographing light effects among the dancers, my 
earplugs firmly stuffed into my ears so that the booming low bass 
wouldn't break my little hairs and ruin my hearing. I was just taking a 
photo, which didn't work because the green specks of light that a boy 
was throwing on the floor were moving too fast for a sharp picture in 
the dark, plus dancers were crossing the frame unpredictably. 
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She glared at me broadly: 

-“T bought your psychedelic book!” 

-“Great!,” I exclaimed, the camera still switched on in one hand 
and the lens cap in the other. Unfortunately, I wasn't in the right frame 
of mind to react spontaneously in the same tone of voice. I would first 
have had to switch off my camera, put on the lens cap, take my 
backpack from my back to the front, open it, then put the camera in 
the photo bag that was in the rucksack, then close the backpack again 
and either put it back on my back or put it down on the ground in 
order to be able to react spontaneously and unrestrainedly at that very 
moment. You can see how far apart her existence as an innocent 
reveller and mine as an artist were, how complicated the situation was 
for me as a man. Contemporaries, especially women today, generally 
don't want to understand it. I can't just drop my super-expensive came- 
ra in the sand because a girl is smiling at me who might not be sexual- 
ly interested in me later on. Luckily, my camera was mistaken for an 
old chestnut, so there's less risk of theft. 


-“Oh cool, someone's taking analogue photos!” I had heard the 
praise of a man who had just passed by. He was wrong. On the con- 
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trary, I tried out new digital technology to snap sharp pictures of 
dancers in the dark at night for my books. 


I know it's a failed picture, and yet it shows the moment described. 


“T'm recording flying light spots,” I improvised. That was what 
my intuition just brought forth in my awkward situation, although I 
realized that I should respond to seduction in a similarly emotional 
and excited way as the two overblown women had shown me 
yesterday, forming a merely social festival friendship. (“Annabell 
- £”) 

I don't know if that was a suitable answer. Without a camera in 
my hand, I could have tried to hug her, just as enthusiastically: ‘Nice 
to see you!’ However, I only realized this afterwards. I have to learn 
something like that first; that's why I take a lot of flirting lessons, 
some of them expensive. I was in camera mode because I was trying 
to figure out how to capture dancing light at night in a way that would 
produce sharp and appealing pictures with an interesting effect. After 
my experience yesterday, I suspect I should have been just as overly 
enthusiastic in my response to encourage her interest. 
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She scurried back just as quickly as she had come. She probably 
would have done the same with a better answer from me. I'm such a 
schlimazel. Even seemingly happy coincidences always fall apart. 


A girl danced in the dark of the night, sometimes in my direction. 
Beware the trap. A loser easily imagines something that isn't. After a 
bit of dancing, I moved towards her. 

-“Starting tomorrow, it's a 2 year break with festivals until Shark 
in May.” 

I know that's a lousy, boring and bad line, as my inspiration had 
already fallen asleep from overtiredness, since I'd hardly been able to 
get any sleep during the cold nights, had then gone on an early reading 
tour and was on the verge of being able to slumber standing up. 

She was startled before she understood after a repetition. No 
answer. Perhaps she had been dancing in a trance, not even noticing 
which way she was smiling. Embarrassing. 


In the chill tent, where I was writing this down in the faint 
twilight, a woman asked what I was writing. A man across from me 
asked if I was reading or writing and if that was possible in this level 
of darkness. 

-“T take notes before I forget the details, I'm a writer.” 

-“T sew, I'm also an artist. She had lost two winter scarves on the 
way, good and expensive ones, which she was sorry about because it 
was a pity about them.” 

-““Where did you put them or where did you lose them?” 

-“T've already looked, but they weren't there.” 

-“TIf you tell me where they were, we can both look together and 
find them.” 

I ran my hand over the top of her back, which was covered by a 
sturdy fur coat, the warm fur downwards, smooth, well-made white 
leather upwards. You rarely see such good, valuable coats here. 

“You'll find them tomorrow at the latest when it's light.” 

-“Tf the girls haven't taken them.” 

Apparently she believed that her beautiful, very warm and elabo- 
rate scarves were readily stolen by girls dancing freed of responsibili- 
ty. There's something about that. In 1968, emancipation freed girls 
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from all responsibility for the lives of others and, in some cases, even 
their own. Responsibility-free is the apt term for the state of our era. 


-“That's why you're wearing a stylish winter coat. I'm sure you 
won't freeze in it. Did you make it yourself?” 

-““Yes, I made it especially for the Camakavum.” 

-““Great, you're creative.” 

-“T'm creative, just like you.” 

Well, yes. I find the comparison a little bold. Since 1968, the 
measure that was already weak before has been completely lost. 

-“T got myself a warm sleeping bag especially for the festival.” 

She soon hied away as she had come. 


15.9.2024 

I reached my cold, clammy tent at around two in the morning. 
Well wrapped up, I sank into sleep even without a live hot water 
bottle, which I had wanted to smile at winsome. I woke up an hour 
later because I had to pee. My watch in the tent showed three o'clock 
when I held it up to a light. Suddenly I was surrounded by a different 
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kind of concert. It was no longer electronic loops turned on the mixing 
desk, but human sounds being played. 

-““Aah aah aah aah aah” sounded as a leading melody twice in 
succession from different directions. Then a male voice shouted loudly 
through the night: -“Who's in the tent with you?” A male voice 
answered by name. 

-“And otherwise?” 

A treble female voice called out: -“Me!” 

-“Who is that?” 

-“Me!” 

-“Do you have a name too?” 

The same high-pitched female voice. -“No, me!” 

-,,You just want to know what I've hooked up with!” a man's 
voice rang out from the tent that had been built right in front of mine, 
almost covering two pegs. From another tent behind me, a little 
further away, a man's voice stated: - “I'm having sex!” 

-“Sex!” replied the same high-pitched female voice, who didn't 
want to give her name. 

The aforementioned theme tune then sounded from female vio- 
lins in both directions, but also from other nearby areas. 

-““Aah aah aah” 

The refrain -““Aah aah aah aah” also rang out from the tent with 
the -““Me!” response. 

Male voice: “Hey Mario, she said I look like 50.” 

-“That's right!” Mario replied. 

-“Dude, what are you talking about!” After a little thought, he 
added: “It's lush if I look like 50 and she looks like 16.” 

-“My wife is waiting at home,” one of the moaning-violin players 
boasted loudly on his chick, who was still lying with him, her concert 
tour leading into his wigwam. 

-“Come over here! Then you can sleep in the warm!” came from 
the camper van behind me. 

-“No can't do. I'm still naked! From sex!” answered the treble 
female voice directly in front of my tent, who didn't want to reveal her 
name for reasons of discretion. 
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Outside, a man spoke to three girls returning to their tents. But 
that resulted in a — “see you later” and was already at dawn. 


What's going on? What have I done wrong? I've never experi- 
enced anything alike myself! How can something like that succeed? 
On Saturday night of all nights, in the dark, in the freezing cold, when 
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you can hardly recognize faces outside, they manage to take girls into 
the tent! Nothing works out for me.! 


I managed to fall asleep once more. In my dream, I had returned 
home from an event where little louts were being boinked again, while 
the poet and thinker remained an incel excluded by girls. I had barely 
arrived with tears in my room, which was on the top floor of a glass 
house of transparent walls, when I saw faces approaching: A girl and 
two flirting instructors who had flown in from overseas to comfort the 
unlucky flirting student, who was once again lying in the tent, without 
girl and unbanged as incel, while all around him people were humping 
and moaning as if in a polyphonic canon that Johann Sebastian Bach, 
to my regret, did not write in this way, a lustful fugue that unfortunate- 
ly does not allow any fertile, unveiled instruments to be heard in the 
fertile act that is life: procreation. Others made girls they had just met 
at the party sing the moaning violin melody. 


The dating coaches looked worried and perplexed. How could 
this happen? For 50 years? My God, was their student that untalented 


1 Footnote: ‘FCK NZS’ was emblazoned on the mass-ficker's camper van, as I 
noticed in the morning. NZS are probably the ones who have been excluded and 
ousted by them, who become and remain incels, who have no chance, who also 
get a slap in the face if they dare to point out the miserable situation of male 
losers. The quant violin player with the high-pitched female voice in the tent 
was alone again, his discreet visitor having moved into her own dwelling after 
sex. Alone in the tent, he moaned more than the woman in lust earlier. He also 
begged me for water, of which I only had a little left for the return journey. 
Great guy. When he wouldn't stop moaning on his own, I snapped at him: 
-“Can't you do anything but moan? What a dud you are!” There were empty 
bottles of alcohol and an empty beer can in front of his tent. Some tents look 
like a garbage dump. Inside, he smoked and moaned. 
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or what the heck is going on? Why aren't our teachings catching on 
with him? What kind of forces unknown to ordinary mortals are at 
play here? Is hell freezing over, or is the devil at work? Or rather the 
devil's grandmother? Even when writing down a dream, correct 
gendering is a tricky business. 

How is the unfortunate man? They looked at the sleeper lying 
there wrapped up in his sleeping bag, wide enough for a girl with a 
high voice beside him to carol the refrain of life into the night, but 
there was none. No living hot water bottle helped against the creep of 
cool fall night chill. 


The girl brought me my festival robe. 

-“You left it at the airport. I found it and took it with me so it 
wouldn't get stolen and lost. I recognized right away that it was 
yours.” That's why she brought it to me. It was princely workmanship. 
“Thus it would be a shame to lose this cool piece.” I woke up at that. I 
have to scold my dream director. The girl should have found herself 
and brought herself to me instead of an old coat. But that's not how 
self-discovery works anymore. 


By now it was f*cking cold, the female ‘aah’ voices had fallen 
silent. Had the girl's jubilant ‘I bought your book’ been an opportunity 
that slipped under my camera and lens cap-holding fingers and 
scurried away within seconds? But they always scurry away from me! 
I wanted to talk to her and ten thousand others for longer and achieve 
sensual closeness, but they always slip away! What's going on? Parties 
are hell: others enjoy themselves; I get sad. I used to feel like crying 
when others were happy. They don't want the most sensitive poet of 
all. 
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